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Any student who has attended 
ge for more than a year is aware 
annual ritual of raising tuition. 
ingly, the tuition percentage 
tease far out-paces the cost of 

ng percentage increase. In 
dition, recent federal budget cuts 
1 made assistance for students 


puts today’s college 
ents (many of whom live on diets 
’ frozen burritos, ramen noodles, 
macaroni & cheese) in a financial 
id. Some have resorted to illegal 
nd paralegal activities (selling stolen 
‘e service codes, for 
ple), while others have simply 
career members of the 
cee pe id ’ . 
crew. © There is, however, 


ps pay for schooling. There are 
asically four types of scholarships: 
mic, leadership, athletic, and 
The table on the back page 
es some of the points of each 
ey of scholarship, listing their 
haracteristics and requirements. 

_ Beyond these basic requirements 
here are other factors to consider 
before choosing the scholarship that’s 
ht for you. Nearly all of the 
olarships are awarded to freshmen 
y. Also, there are a limited 
mber of awards available. Finally, 
re are several requirements for 
_ keeping any award earned. 


: Academic Scholarships 


. If you want to live on an 
academic scholarship, you will need a 
Benson  Scholarship--BYU’s _ top 
scholarship, traditionally named for 
the president of the Church. Over 
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_ Trustees scholarships ar 
each year to incoming freshmen. The ~ 
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by Clark Stevens 


the years the scholarship has changed 
from a "full ride" comparable to an 
athletic scholarship, to a _ less 
lucrative but still impressive award. 
(Eligibility was also extended to 
women a decade ago.) 

Unfortunately, there are only 
twenty-four available each year and 
they go to the twelve female and 
twelve male freshmen who survive 
several days of mind-bending torture 
at the Aspen Grove penal colony and 
an awesome array of probing 
interviews. However, if you can get 
one, and can demonstrate financial 
need (use your imagination), you can 
get an additional stipend of up to 
$1000. 

If a Benson is beyond your 
reach, a Trustees scholarship is a 
reasonable alternative. Two hundred 
are. awarded 


Trustees is a four year full tuition 
scholarship. It will cover the cost of 
four years of classes, but if you want 
accessories like books and a place to 
live, you will have to get a job or 
convince your parents they still need 
you as a tax write-off. 

The Presidential scholarship is 
just like the Trustees, but it only 
lasts for two years. About three 
hundred Presidential scholarships are 
awarded each ‘year. 

With all of the multi-year 
academic scholarships, you need to 
maintain a cumulative GPA of 3.5 for 
the first year and a semester GPA of 
3.5 for each semester after that. If 
you fail to meet this requirement, the 
scholarship committee will review 
your case and probably revoke your 
scholarship for one semester. If the 
following semester is also sub-par, 
your scholarship will be given to a 
more deserving incoming freshman. 

The Y and Dean scholarships are 
one year awards for full and half 
tuition respectively. About three 
hundred Y scholarships and_ six 
hundred Dean’s scholarships are given 
per year. These awards are non- 
renewable, so your GPA really doesn’t 
matter. If you want funding after 
the first year, you will have to apply 
for a continuing student scholarship. 

The number of Dean’s awards 
varies, as does the award amount. 
Approximately two hundred fifty are 
given. These awards are non- 
renewable. 

There are two types of academic 
scholarships available for continuing 
students--full and half tuition for one 
year. If you didn’t receive a multi- 
year award, you will need to reapply 


__ see High Cost on back page 
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Obesity and the Word of Wisdom 


by Mike Bothwell 


In a small Utah Valley town a 
young girl of about fourteen felt the 
social pressures of her age group. 
She made a simple request of her 
parents--to pierce her ears and wear 
eye make-up. At this her fairly 
obese father of three hundred plus 
pounds went through the _ roof. 
"You'll not profane the temple of the 
Lord," he cried. His face went 
purple and his belly shook violently 
with anger. With a bluntness that 
only children can muster, she 
reminded him about the less than 
perfect state of his temple. He was 
so upset that he refused to attend 
church that day. 

Does it say in the scriptures 
that we shouldn’t be obese? It 
doesn’t directly states anywhere that 


we are commanded to maintain a 
proper weight level or fat content. 
Nevertheless, obesity--an excess of 
body fat--significantly impairs the 
health of the body. 

There are over one hundred 
independent passages of scripture 
which show the Lord’s concern for 
health. Health in the navel is a 
blessing from on high. The majority 
of Jesus’ miracles were centered 
around good health; and in several 
key passages it is boldly declared 
that our bodies are the temples of 
God. 

Along with the understanding of 
the body as a temple, we also believe 


see Obesity on page 4 


IN ‘OA 
LLE “ON }WWed 
dlivd 
abelsog “sin 
yey YING 


Student Review 


-volume 2, issue 14 
June 1987 


Student Review is an independent 
student publication dedicated to serving 
BYU's campus community. It is edited and 
managed by student volunteers; BYU 
Students from all _ disciplines are 
encouraged to contribute to the Review. 
Opinions expressed are those of individual 
authors and do not necessarilly reflect the 
views of the editors, Brigham Young 
University, or the Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-day Saints. 


If you are interested in becoming 
involved with Student Review, please write 
or telephone: 


P.O. Box 7092 
University Station 

Provo, Utah 84602 
(801) 377-2980 


STAFF 


Publisher William James Kelly 


Editor Roger Leishman 
Issues & Awareness James Cromar 
Front Page Mike Bothwell 
Wny/Why Not? Ron Taylor 
Editorial Page Merrill Oates 
Brad Woodworth 
Campus Life Willa Murphy 
Projects Karen Voss 
Features brian J. Fogg 
Fiction Gary Burgess 


Arts & Entertainment Melissa O. Kelly 
Music Jule Turley 
Theatre Michelle Larsen 

Literary Review Gary Burgess 

Calendar Ron Taylor 

Ar Henry Woodbury 

Bryan Kubaryze 

Kent Larsen 

Alethia Shallbetter 

Stirling Adams 


Business Manager 
Advertising 
Distribution 


Contributors for this issue: 


os) Fim Lui 
Steve Olpin 
Susan Polizzotto 
William Powley 
Carl Robertson 
Jennifer Smith 
Clark Stevens 
Dave Veloz 
Cherie Woodworth 


Elaine-Aamodt 
Bryan Aydelotte 
Marni Asplund 
Colin Austin 

Jav Bell 

Mike Denison 
Eugene England 
Steve Jackson 
Melissa Knudsen 


Student Review is available 
at the following locations: 


Backstage 35N. Universit 


Crest 700 E. 800 

Crest 545 N. 900 E. 
Harts 1429 N. 150 E. 
Kinko's 835 N. 700 E. 


Stevenette's 1290 N. Universit 
Yogurt Station 44 E, 1230 


7-Eleven 1469 N. 150 E. 
7-Eleven 520 N. 900 E. 
7-Eleven 1450 N. 200 W. 


Pioneer Market 470 N. 900 E. 


Pie Pizzaria 1445 N. 150 E. 
Double Time 1730 N. State 
Alexander's 725 E. 820 N. 


Central Square 175 W. 200 N. 
Jim's Freeze Factory 


475 W. 800 N. 


61 N. 100 E, 
1271 N. 150 E. 
1900 N. 150. E. 


La Dolce Vita 
Mouth Trap 
UCCU 


For distribution information call 


‘377-2980 


ws | oh we | NRE hy HY 


sos Student Review “June 1987 


As part of the ongoing effort to 
increase student awareness, Student 
Review gives its readers the chance 
to respond to questions of public 
interest. In our last issue, we posed 
the question "Ethics in campaigning-- 
how to promote it, how to regulate 
it.” The following are some of the 
solutions we received. 


The question asked by the 
Student Review--how to promote and 
regulate campaign ethics?--is 
preceded by the assumptions that 
Miami Herald reporters acted 
improperly in their discovery of Gary 
Hart’s adultery, and that Steve 
Taggart and Dave Callister were 
guilty of impropriety in their flyer 
campaign against Gary Riding. I 
reject both assumptions. 

A person running for office is 
seeking employment from _ the 
individuals he would like to serve. I, 
as an employer of a public official 
(such as the President), have both 
the desire and right to know the job 
qualifications of a potential employee. 
I need to know if Gary Hart 
possesses integrity (a quality 
inconsistent with the act of adultery) 
before I cast my ballot. 

Even so, people whine that the 
press used unethical tactics to 
discover Hart’s monkey business. 
They complain that his privacy was 
violated. This, however, is not the 
real reason for dissatisfaction. If a 
reporter were to use the same tactics 
and find a candidate guilty of a 
different crime, say smuggling drugs, 
or embezzling public funds, there 
would be no complaints for the 
reporter, only praise (ask Bernstein 
and Woodward). 

In Gary Riding’s case, it has 
been suggested that the allegations of 
the Taggart-Callister flyer were not 
completely honest, but many people 
who believe the flyer’s claims still 
think Taggart and Callister acted 
improperly. Why? In both of the 
above cases, it seems that the real 
complaints come not from a feeling 
of offended privacy or honesty, but 
from disapproval of the fact that 
someone has actually judged someone 
else. 

The actions of Miami Herald 
reporters and of the Taggart- 
Callister team have caused some 
people to call for additional campaign 
regulations. But already, laws exist 
that protect candidates against undue 
invasion of privacy and against 
slander or dishonest — reporting. 
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LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, AS 
YOU KNOW, FOR THE PAST FEW 
MONTHS, THE PRESIDENT HAS 

§ BEEN MUCH T00 BUSY SETTING THE 
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Though this is not openly stated, 
what people ask for now is that 
candidates be freed from judgement 
by the public of certain actions. 

This request stems from a 
“judge not that ye be not judged" 
attitude. Despite the unfortunate 
occurrence of this phrase in two 
books of scripture, it can only lead 
to the destruction of those that 
believe it. I, as a voter, as an 
employer of public officials have a 
responsibility to form righteous 
(informed, logical) judgments when 
voting. 

If a voter is properly informed 
and thinks logically, improper or 
useless claims ("He brought leftist 
speakers to campus." So what? I’m 
ideologically self-sufficient, aren’t 
you?) of negative campaigners are 
seen as such, while substantive, 
pertinent claims may be evaluated for 
what they are. Instead of more 
rules, what needs to be developed is 
a greater sense of individual 
responsibility among candidates and 
voters. 


by Stirling Adams 


The next issue of Student 


Review will be out before July 4th. 
In the spirit of the Independence Day 
holiday, SR poses the question: 


The New American Patriotism. 
Is it true patriotism or an 
unhealthy case of nationalism? 


Webster's gives the words 
patriotism and nationalism similar 
definitions of "devotion to one’s 
country," but nationalism carries the 
additional meaning of “exalting one 
nation above all others and placing 
primary emphasis on promotion of its 
culture and interests as opposed to 
those of other nations." Students of 
history will attest that nationalism 
has been a contributing cause to 
many major wars. 

President Spencer W. Kimball 
wrote, "We train a man in the art of 
war and call him a patriot, thus, in 
the manner of Satan’s counterfeit of 
true patriotism, perverting the 
Savior’s teaching: Love your 
enemies..." 

What do you think? Send your 
responses to: 


SOLUTIONS 

P.O. Box 7092 
University Station 
Provo, UT 84602 


WE RECOGNIZE YOUR LEGITIMATE HE CAN BE DEBRIEFED HERE, OR YO, PRESS! MIS-MIS “MISTAKES 
NEEDS, HOWEVER, 50 WHITE HOUSE YOU CAN ACCESS HIS FILE, 24 HOURS| | WEREMADE! LIES WERE TOLD! 
TECHNICIANS HAVE RECENTLY CON- A DAY, FROM THE COMFORT OF YOUR 


QWN WORK-STATION. LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN, I GIVE YOUMR. RON 
HEADREST! > 


Ethics are properly - regula 
and promoted by the press and 
public. Society delineates a plane 
acceptable mores within which 
media operates. The media impo 
this standard upon election cover: 
and those candidates  operatin: 
outside these bounds (when exposed) — 
become unelectable. Knowing this 
equation we can influence the 


variables. Any standard we expect 
public officials to meet, we must 
maintain ourselves, and enforce 


through the vote. 
Ethics are an election issue. 
person is fundamentally the code 
values he or she enlists. 
question of morality, therefor 
supersedes all other qualities anh 
issues. The candidate’s characte 
emerges obliquely or obtusely in the 
performance of office. Eleciaay to 
office will not alter character. 
This point is particular 
germane to the presidency, w 
bears the trust of the people 
commands the ligatures of po 
demanding judiciousness and integ 
Recent history has luridly headli 
the exploits of deceitful men 
positions of authority, highlighted b 
but not beginning with, Watergai 
and presently Iranscam. ‘ 
I am not proposing a m«¢ 
McCarthyism. The press is pron 
excess; they, and we, must be 
minded. However, ethical b 
begins at the candidate’s hom: 
extends to the office to which h 
may be elected. They cann 
separated. Thus it is my po 
that we may reclaim the legacy 
great leadership that is this natio1 
by electing men of integrity to public 
office. j 


by Bryan Aydelotte 


Brian, a new contributor, is running — 
for ASBYU office. Already. 


Stirling, who is in charge of 
distribution for the Review, has” a 
purple heart. 


Editor’s note: 

Letters and articles 

are always welcome. 

We publish some of them. 
P.O. Box 7092 


BY GARRY TRUDEAU ‘ 


by Roger A. Leishman 


Recently I got a letter from Jeff 
Holland. He said he needed money. 
_ And as a distinguished alumnus of the 
_ Y, Jeff wrote, of course I would love 
to contribute to Excellence in the 

- Eighties. 

Everyone’s into excellence these 
days. In the world we read about 
the search for excellence; in the 
Church we speak of becoming perfect, 
- even exalted, and diligently seek for 
the virtuous, lovely, and praise- 
worthy. 

But we live in a busy world, 
_ pinned between hectic schedules and 
demands for perfection. With work, 
school, and the partying that a BYU 
summer requires, I’m just too busy to 
- get too serious about excellence. 

Frankly, I like success--but I’m 
lazy. I'd rather work smart than 
hard, and I’d rather not work at all 
than do either. So in the spirit of 
| Ferris Bueller, here are my tips on 
"Shortcuts to Excellence.” 

May I begin with my second 
favorite parable: Matthew 13:45, 46. 
Again, the kingdom of heaven is like 
| unto a merchant man seeking goodly 
' pearls; who, when he had found one 
pearl of great price, went and sold 
all that he had, and bought it. 

Here is a man who is serious 
about excellence in pearl purchases. 
And although the scripture doesn’t go 

- detail, may I suggest that the 
fie key to an efficient pursuit of 
excellence ‘is Diligence focused by 
Organization. 

Many = other people _ihave 
discussed the value of setting 
reasonable goals and following up on 
them, so I won’t expand on that 
principle here. Instead I offer two 
of my own suggestions for harnessing 
| Order. 


First, never underestimate the 
power of Habit--good or bad. 
Unfortunately, it’s a lot harder to 
acquire a good habit than a bad one, 
and an awful lot easier to lose one. 
Good habits are fragile, and need to 
be nurtured. 

But they’re worth the effort. 
The more things in your life you can 
make automatic, the less often you 
have to sit down with a little white 
angel on one shoulder and a little red 
devil on the other, and argue about 
every little virtue or vice. Instead, a 
few good habits can be the key to 
bringing order into the untidiest of 
lives. 

Where should you start? With 
something easy. For me it was 
seatbelts. A couple of years ago I 
decided I would never start my car 
without buckling up. For a while I 
had to make an effort and think 
about it every time; now it’s auto- 
matic, effortless. 

Of course, not all habits are 
equal. In fact, for me there is a 
hierarchy of habit that can tell me 
where I am and where I’m going. 
The pivotal item is prayer--does my 
body automatically kneel me beside 


Next, am I reading 
Writing in my journal? 
tithing? When I 


expected of us, 


essentials into regular habits, with 
their own place in my daytimer and 
in my day, I’m a better and a happier 
person. 

And then I can go on to the 
next level of priority--eating three 
meals a day, and running a few miles 
a night. When those items are under 
control, I can afford to move on to 
the frills--tipping waitresses, getting 
to oed early, and taking out the 
garbage. As anyone who has visited 
our apartment knows, I usually don’t 
make it that far. But if I’m busy 
worrying about the pile of Deseret 
News that sits in our living room and 
looks like headquarters for the boy 
scout paper drive, at least you know 
that daily prayer has been safely 


~ made a habit. 


T do not suggest calling 
an axe murderer/relief 
society president. 


My second suggestion for 
bringing order into your life is an 
impressive word: Juxtaposition. This 
means bringing two things together, 
often unexpectedly. For example, an 
Oreo juxtaposes those dry chocolate 
cookies with the creamy white filling. 
At our apartment complex, the 
"Chastity Walls". mark the juxta- 
position of us and them. 

Juxtaposition can be useful in 
juggling the many demands on our 
time. Sometimes in order to accom- 
plish all the things which are 
we need to be 
creative--combine _ things. For 
example, right now I have to be at 
work at the crack of dawn, so I 
combine breakfast with my Book of 
Mormon reading. This month it’s 
been the juxtaposition of Kellogg’s 
Apple Raisin Crisp and Ether. Of 
course, juxtaposition isn’t always 
appropriate--some day I’ll write about 
the time I cut myself shaving while 
reading a book--but you can surprise 
yourself with combinations that work. 

Even more effective than 
combining activities is combining 
gifts. I was a better missionary 
because I am also an actor. Similar- 
ly, I have been an actor/teacher, a 
teacher/writer, a  writer/artist, an 
artist/editor, and so on. Each of the 
parts I have been called to play in 
life has been enriched by all the 
others. 


I have also seen how bringing 
your individual gifts to a stewardship 
can increase your effectiveness in 
serving others. For instance, my last 
bishop is a retired spy, who brings 
the lessons of his former career to 
his current calling--taking advantage 
of unique experiences and wisdom as 
he is inspired to lead his ward. 

Similarly, I have observed 
inspiration at work with our electri- 
cian/bishop back home, and even my 
obstetrician/bishop last summer. 
Each has learned to consecrate all 
his gifts, however humble, to the 
Lord’s work. 


- After 


This principle is not offered as 
license for the ridiculous--I do not 
Suggest calling an "axe murderer- 
/relief society president," or even 
instituting "family prayer/pole 
vaulting." Instead I challenge us all 
to seek out the effective juxta- 
positions that may help _ bring 
excellence within reach. 

Besides, you always do better 
when you bring yourself to anything. 
The most important lesson that I 
keep learning is how different 
everyone is--and how irritating, and 
exhilarating, and wonderful that is. 
fighting a war in heaven 
because individuals and individuality 
really matter, this is not the point to 
start turning everyone into Xerox 
copies of Barbie and Ken. Be 
yourself, be unique, and be who God 
wants you to be. 


Habit and juxtaposition are two 
examples of the power of Order in 
ambushing excellence. Let’s turn now 
to another shortcut: Chaos. 

One of my favorite words in the 
whole world is “serendipity.” 
According to the dictionary, seren- 
dipity is "a gift for finding valuable 
things not sought for." The word 
comes from a Persian legend called 
"The Three Princes of Serendip.” In 
the story the three princes set out 
from Serendip (an old name for Sri 
Lanka) in search of some great 
treasure. They never arrive at their 


This is not the point to 
start turning everyone 
into xerox copies of 
Barbie and Ken. 


destination--instead the legend tells 
of the wonderful adventures they 
meet with on the way. 

Serendipity refers to the 
wonderful things that happen on your 
way to something else. It shows up 
in my favorite parable, Matthew 
13:44: 


hortcuts to Excellence 


Again, the kingdom of heaven is like 
unto a treasure hid in a field; the 
which when a man hath found, and 
for joy thereof goeth and selleth all 
that he that, and buyeth that field. 

Sometimes the best things in 
life come as a surprise. Sure, goals 
are important--but we shouldn’t be so 
blinded by our goals that we don’t 
recognize a dream coming true. In 
fact, most of the best experiences of 
my life have been beyond my wildest 
dreams--so I’m always careful to take 
advantage of any opportunity that 
comes along. 

For example, I went on a 
mission to serve the Lord and make 
my mother happy. And I hope that’s 
what I did. But I came home also 
having learned Korean and Chinese, 
as well as how to type, write, shop, 
teach, cook, and drive a van. 

Of course, each of us_ has 
particular dreams and goals that we 
strive to achieve. But sometimes we 
have to sneak up on the things that 
matter most to us. Last year a 
scholastic goal was consuming me, 
driving me and my roommate crazy-- 
-so I distracted myself by focusing 
instead on running a marathon. With 
some vital challenges and obstacles, 
the best way through is around. 

It’s also good to have a few "no 
pressure pleasures.” I love to run, 
but I don’t race or have a stopwatch 
or anything. There are lots of things 
in my life to worry about--so I have 
to save a few things that I can enjoy 
without worrying at all. Like they 
say in those ads for caffeine-free 
Pepsi: "because my life is exciting 
enough." 

The important thing about 
putting serendipity to work in your 
life is whether something is important 
or trivial, eagerly anticipated or 
completely unexpected, we should 
enjoy life. 

I have a "film-strip" approach to 
life. I see it as a series of carefully 
posed and smiling scenes: me 
arriving as a freshman at the dorms, 
taking the first test, opening the 
mission call, hopping on the plane, 


see Excellence on page 23 


COUPON 


$1.50 off any 
dinner 


$1.00 off a la carte 
Offer good Monday -Thursday 


ends June 30 
must bring in coupon 


coupon good for 2 dinners 


La Dolce Vita e 61 N. 100 E. e 373-VITA 
open M-Th 10 am to 9:30, Fri & Sat. 10 to 10 


Student Review June, 1987 page 3 


=. t4 


Obesity from front page 


that the Lord has commanded us to 
take good care of our tabernacles of 
clay. Ezra Taft Benson marked the 
importance of good health in the 
October 1974 General Conference: 

"The condition of the physical 
body can affect the spirit. That’s 
why the Lord gave us the Word of 
Wisdom. He also said that we should 
retire to our beds early and arise 
early (D&C 88:124), that we should 
not run faster than we have strength 
(D&C 10:4), and that. we should use 
moderation in all good things.... 
Food can affect the mind, and 
deficiencies in certain elements in 
the body can promote mental 
depression... Rest and physical 
exercise are essential, and a walk in 
the fresh air can refresh the spirit. 
Wholesome recreation is part of our 
religion, and a change of pace is 
necessary, and even its anticipation 
can lift the spirit." 

The Word of Wisdom is "a 
principle with promise, adapted to the 
capacity of the weak and the weakest 
of all saints..." (D&C 89:3). We are 
told by the Lord that, "Every herb in 
the season thereof and every fruit in 
the season thereof [are ordained for 
the use of man]; all these to be used 
with prudence and thanksgiving. Yea, 
flesh also of beasts and of the fowls 
of the air, I, the Lord, have ordained 
for the use of man with thanksgiving 
nevertheless they are to be used 


Sparingly...." (D&C 89:1 1-12). 
The saints who obey these 
commandments receive health, 


wisdom, great treasures of knowledge 
and shall run and not be weary and 
shall walk and not faint. Many 
people who are overfat or obese can 
hardly walk or run, much _ less 
without weariness or fainting. 

A study done by the USS. 
Department of Health confirmed the 
correlation between excess fat and 
hypertension, hypercholesterolemia 
(high blood cholesterol), diabetes, 
cardiovascular disease, and coronary 
artery heart disease as well as 
cancer. It states: “Obese males, 
regardless of smoking habits had a 
higher mortality from cancer of the 
colon, rectum, and prostate. Obese 
females had a higher mortality from 
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cancer of the gall bladder, biliary 
passages, breast (postmenopausal), 
uterus...and ovaries." 

Perhaps the most adverse effect 
of obesity and _ overfatness is 


At BYU approximately 
two out of five women 
between 18 and 25 and 
one out of every eight 
men are overfat. 


psychological. . Being overfat can be 
traumatic. Not only is it difficult for 
the obese to walk and not be weary; 
but also their physical problems can 
keep them from enjoying wisdom or 
great treasures of knowledge. 


Just when you thought it was 


glass of water 12 days ago.” 
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safe to go back into the fopscll 


The BYU student body consists 
mostly of healthy, youthful models of 
fitness so we shouldn’t worry, right? 
Wrong. According to a random 
sample of BYU students between the 
ages of eighteen and twenty-five, 
about thirty-two percent are overfat. 
That means that one of three 


/Students at BYU has a body fat 


percentage over 
recommended levels. 

A pamphlet published by the 
U.S. government cited caliper skin- 
fold tests (the method used in the 
random sample of BYU students) as 
one of the best methods to determine 
body fat content. A body fat level 
of over 17% for males or over 22% 
for women is considered overfat and 
unhealthy. 

At BYU approximately two out 
of five women (41%) between 18 and 
25 and one out of every eight men 


nationally 
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Word of Wisdom that he forge 


(12%) are overfat?” (= 
Most experts make th 
distinction between body size ‘9 
obesity. ‘Charts — 
weight and height are generall: 
misleading because a person’s weig 
is not always a correct indicators ( 
body fat level. 
(The same pamphlet also offere © 
the body mass index [BMI] as a 
simple way to. calculate body f: 
levels at home. The BMI — 
determined by taking the weight in 
kilograms and dividing it by the 
height in meters squared. A health 
BMI is less than 27.8 for males, and 
less than 27.3 for women.) re 
Another BYU study showed that 
73% of currently enrolled males had 
actively participated in high school 
athletics. They also found that male 
students prior to going on missions — 
had considerably less body fat than 
returned missionaries. | In_ fact 
returned missionaries are frequentl 
overfat. us 
What could anyone . conclude 
from these statistics and facts about 
obesity and the Word of Wisdom? — 
Are BYU students any more over- — 
weight than any other group of i 
college students? 
According to a BYU study we : 
are in better health than the oe 
cross-section. However, does this — 
reflect a good level of health at BYU 
or a poor showing on the part of — 
other American colleges? One out of 
three overfat students is still 
excessive. % 
We should pay attention whe; fad 
President Benson says there is a link ~ 
between good physical health and ‘, 
good spiritual health. : 
nonmembers have said 


ate 


moderation clauses. Excessive fat — 
and obesity definitely combat th 
otherwise accessible blessings of 
health and knowledge. 

With all of the ramifications of 
obesity, both physical and spiritual, — 
we should remember that our body is 
the temple of God and we TT 
keep it clean, pure and healthy. 


Mike is 7% fat and 93% pining. %3 


By GARY LARSON 


Professor Gallagher and his controversial 
technique of simultaneously confronting 
the fear of heights, snakes and ihe dark. Fy 


We get to Bullock’s 
The patrons eye us 
ingrily. Dave and I pay for a table 
nd timidly pick our cues. We break. 
‘guy with an orange beard and a 
a pours a pitcher on Dave’s 
, then a bunch of high school 
walk in laughing and pointing. 
leave, hightailing it for the only 
place in Provo where no one is on 
day night. 


Lights are blinking, buzzers are 
izzing, bowling balls are thundering- 
bacchanalian revelry? No, just the 
me room. It’s loud and hot and 
_ Sweaty, but it’s a little different than 
_ Bullock’s. Because here, nobody is 
having fun. There is a ton of 
fourteen year old kids up for stake 
conference from Mesa, and they’re 
- loving it. I asked one kid if he liked 
/ cougar carpets and he said he 
ouldn’t mind having it in his 
bedroom. But the bigger kids, guys 
and dolls dating each other, all had 
frowns on their faces. When we 
asked why people would come to BYU 

rn irday night instead of some- 
of mpus, most people said 
it was cheap. A guy bowling 
didn’t like my asking if a cheap place 
meant a cheap date, and his date 
_ didn’t answer my questions at all. 


9:39: A cwazy, wacky ward dance 
with Stonehenge monument speakers 
_ blasting Wham! in the garden court. 
We talked to a guy with immobile 
’ yellow hair in leather bermudas. He 
was at the dance to hear the dj, and 
said his needs transcended Provo, but 
_ Said Plastique’s great. What does he 

do on weekends? Dance or see 

Movies, “artsy ones--I like liberal 
_ things." His parting quip: You know 
_why Salt Lake’s so windy?" We 
_ didn’t. "Because Provo sucks.” 


OY 


9:57: Me and Dave scarf popsicles 
and bop to White disco. Dave scopes 
out a guy standing alone, wary and 
- velourish. He looks afraid as we 
approach. Why is he at the Wilk? 
_ He "just came up. wondering. . . ," he 
trails off. I smile encouragingly. 


‘We peek into the 
-Cougareat, but it's 
empty, that is except 
_ for the smell of leftover 
ethnic specials and 
hairspray. 


“What do you usually do?" Dave says. 
He looks away, "Dating, dancing. The 
Palace." Great. 


EEE Sas 


Soe ee th MO "y ka ak ee 
Ae ap 4 ’ 


10:00: _ The dance loses its charm, 
and we still haven’t found out why 
people come to BYU on a Saturday 
night. We try to ask as many people 
as we can, but they all they shrug 
and say I don’t know. So we leave. 


10:01: We peek into the Cougareat, 
but it’s empty, that is except for the 
smell of leftover ethnic specials and 
hairspray. We pop into an elevator 
and go up. 


10:02: Heather, decked out in blazer 
and a yellow power tie, sits on a 
stool inside the elevator. Her job is 
to make sure none of the youth 
conference slugs squeeze upstairs and 
lock braces. She is weaving a 
friendship bracelet for her boyfriend 
in Germany. She didn’t mind being 
in an elevator all night on a Saturday 
night, but it "isn’t really a place to 
meet guys." Where would she rather 
be? In Germany, of course. 


10:03: BONANZA! Our desires are 
fulfilled. As we talk with Heather, 
two ladies dressed as Star Trek 
characters hop on. They tell us that 
on the third floor there is the United 
Federation of Planets Induction 
Ceremonies and Grand _ Banquet 
(sponsored by the BYU club, Quark). 
Julie and I look at each other, and 
with a Vulcan mind meld we say to 
each other, "Gold Mine!” They invite 
us up. 


10:03:52: We are no longer in the 
Wilk, but in Federation Space 
Station XK-72. The year is 2226, and 
my pen flies over my notebook as I 
take it all in. "Be verrry descrip- 
tive," Dave says slowly. Our breath 


y ¥ 
+ y ‘ - 


comes faster. The room is lined with 
spacey, trippy flags from planets Eco, 
Vulcan, Lustra. Our mouths water at 
a huge Excalibur sword poised over 
Lord Ambassador Solatar Myocin in 
silver lame, platforms and _ glitter, 
looking a lot like Ziggy Stardust. A 
girl in thigh-high boots and gold 


Spinach pilaf hits 

the council banner. 
Someone screams for 
Security. We escape 
to the shouts of, ''We 


‘need blood!" 
ee RET TS) 


epaulets smiles and walks over. 
my name’s Avon 7. Nothing to do 
with the make-up.". "What are you 
doing?" we ask. "Killing people," she 
giggles, and lashes a long leather 
whip. At the head table, they are 
inducting a new planet into the 
Federation: "Accept this sword as a 
token of trust between our people 
and the peoples of the Federation." 
The room is silent and _ serious. 
Tension builds. We conceal delighted 
smirks. 

Suddenly, utter chaos! An 
assassin has sneaked past the sonic 
fingerprint machine; he pulls out a 
laser gun, and shoots The Honorable 
Cellindil of Epsilon Indii!! The place 
goes wild. Silver robes and boots 
fly. Spinach pilaf hits the council 
banner. Someone screams for 
Security. We escape to the shouts 
of, "We need blood!" 


"Hi, 


This is where the fun in Provo’s 
at. These are the only people we’ve 
seen tonight who are actually 
enjoying themselves. Sure, they’re in 
their own world. I mean, what a 
shock to see thirty adults dressed 


like Captain Kirk on Demerol! But 
they were all iaughing. The kids 
down at the dance were all desperate 
and lonely, acting like they’re having 
fun while they’re waiting for Sunday 
to come. One guy playing pool in 
the gameroom called BYU a "sucky 
joint," but he was there anyway. 

It’s a painful world, and college 
should be a place to prepare for it, 
but shouldn’t it also be a place to 
escape it for a while too? At least 
the Trekkies had shock value (they 
even did the assassination scene 
twice because they enjoyed it so 
much). They left their mark at least. 
One of the girls scooping ice cream 
by the bowling alley said that BYU 
on a Saturday night was "all fun and 


‘ games," but she sure didn’t look like 


she meant it. The sci fi 
upstairs did, yessiree. 


guys 


Dave and Julie like to hang out in 
the step-down lounge. 


Just say "NO" 


In response to Ron and Nancy’s 
highly successful anti-drug program, 
one Provo resident recently suggested 


. the slogan, "Just Say Hell No to 


Drugs." We wondered if the same 
idea could be applied to other 
problem areas. For example: 


Just Say No to Homework 

Just Say No to Marriage Pressure 

Just Say No to Door-to-door 

Salesmen 

Just Say No to Mormon Handicrafts 

Just Say No to Fat Chicks at 
Preference 

Just Say No to Ugly Guys at the 
Palace 

Just Say No to Your Parents 

Just Say No to Socks at BYU 

Just Say No to Authority 

Just Say No to Self-Help Books 

Just Say No and Don’t Feel Guilty 

Just Say No to Finals 

Just Say No to Oral Roberts 

Just Say No to Republicans in ’88 

Just Say No to Presidential 
Campaigning in ’87 

Just Say No to Mandatory Drug 
Testing 

Just Say No to War 
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Wilkinson Center 


by Steve Jackson 


You have all seen the signs, 
announcing a big friendly welcome to 
THE WILKINSON CENTER, your 
CAMPUS LIVING ROOM. Well, it’s a 
nice idea but it really doesn’t pan 
out. I’m sure the theme here is to 
provide students with a nice cheery, 
homey atmosphere; but wait a minute, 
I think I went away to college to get 
away from all that. If I wanted to 
relax in a living room, in the 
aesthetically pleasing environment of 
a worn-out couch and Monet prints, I 
would go back to the apartment. If 
that didn’t quite domesticate me 
enough, and I felt like I needed a 
real living room, like the one in my 
house, I would hit the road and head 
for home. There are enough reasons 
why the living room motif just 
doesn’t work for me: 


You can’t drink a Coke without 
feeling guilty for smuggling it in. 


You can’t put your feet on the 
couch (without some janitor-type guy 
giving you the evil eye). 


You can’t hang out past 11:00 
pm. 


You can’t sit around in your 
underwear and eat chips and salsa 
while watching Late Night with David 
Letterman. 


My living room doesn’t get 
vacuumed every day. 


My living room would never 
have anything with the color orange 
in it. 


The movies in my living room 
are not censored. 


You can’t flip through the 
channels on the television with a 
remote control. 


You can’t snuggle up with your 
date (unless you hide in the garden 
court or in a deserted stairwell). 


It’s not likely that you would 
hear FM 100 Beautiful Music in most 
college students’ living rooms. 


I don’t have any ARMY/ROTC 
recruitment displays in my living 
room, 


I don’t have to wear socks in 
my living room. 


You can't sit around in 
your underwear and eat 
chips and salsa while 


watching Letterman. 
Se ET 


If the Wilkinson Center were my 
living room away from home that 
would mean John Stohlton and Maren 
Mouritsen are my father and mother 
away from home. 


So if you need to mail a letter, 
get your bike worked on, grab a bite 
to eat, or even get a lot of current 
information on what’s happening on 
campus, by all means head to the 
Wilkinson Center. But I don’t want 
to see you there in your underwear, 
hogging the TV channel changer. 


EAT CHEAP LATE! 


after 
9:30 


also, 
we go 


20% OFF 


® ice cream items 
© desserts 
® specialty drinks 


back tothe LUNCH MENU 


which has: 


© less expensive smaller dinners iopety around $5). 
© charbroiled gourmet burgers. 
© all the steak sandwiches we don't hese room 

to do during the busier weekend hours, 

including 199 half sandwich plate. 


55. N. University Ave 


377-5044 


Reservations not necessary 
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~ Problem of the Month ~ 


Your Living Room? | Unknown Familiar Faces 


by Willa Murphy 


I was sitting outside of my 


campus living room the other day 
reading when I caught sight of 
someone approaching. A woman 
pushing a stroller and wearing several 


sticky children on her legs soon - 


arrived near me, called me by name, 


and asked how I was. 

She proceeded to ask about my 
entire family--each by name. I 
responded by smiling brightly and 
saying "fine." 

I had never seen this woman 
before. I still have no idea who she 
was, but I played along as though we 
had even lived in the same ward. I 


thought of inquiring her name, but . 


decided that it really didn’t matter. 
She probably would have been 
offended, I would have been embar- 
rassed, and it would have prolonged 
the whining of her children in my 
vicinity. Anyway, since I must have 


met her somewhere before and had: 


no recollection of the occurrence, I 
figured I would only forget her again 
even if my memory were now 
refreshed. Already she is only a 
blurry image of a stroller and several 
children clinging to polyester. 

There are variants of this 
enigmatic event that all of us have 
somehow experienced. Have you 
ever, while strolling the straight and 
wide paths of campus, met up with 
someone who knows you, and who 
looks vaguely familiar, but whose 
identity evades you? You'll recognize 
the person as someone you should 
know, but have no idea who they are 
or from what context you know them. 

Have you ever been conversing 
with someone you think you know, 
only to realize that it is only 
someone with similar features? This 
person, meanwhile, is trying to decide 
if he knows you or not. 

Or, when someone is approach- 
ing in your general direction on the 
walkway and says hello, have you 
ever, thinking that he was someone 
you might know, responded with a 
cheery greeting and moments later 
discovered that he or she was talking 
to the zoobie behind you? 

Somehow I can’t blame this type 
of episode on my lack of memory. It 
happens too often. It is, I think, a 
phenomenon exclusive to the BYU 
community and stems from _ this 
institution’s singular nature. Each 


day, every individual is tossed into 
the mixing bowl of the Lord’s 
University and has the potential of 
colliding with over 27,000 other 
saints. We are jumbled mercilessly 
into a daily rampage of bicycles, 
skateboards, limbs, and countless 
blond caucasians bouncing off one 
another. Chaos is inevitable. 

But it goes further than that. 
It is not only that there are too 
many bodies here--it is that all of 
these bodies look the same. I have 
only been here two years and already 
the faces have become a collective 
blur to me. There is a basic look 
that BYU students have, and every- 
one is a variant of that look. Look 
around--see what I mean? I have an 
explanation. Maybe--just maybe--this 
problem finds its roots in the vast 
inbreeding of people from small 
Mormon communities in Idaho and 


they’ re divorced now. 


Southern Utah, where recessive gene 
‘are dominant. Almost every Morm 
is in some way a descendent of thes: 
polygamist pioneers (or they knov 
someone who is--close enough); 
almost every Mormon is related to 
every other Mormon in some, albei 
distant, way. Er. 
If you want to test this fac’ 
strike up a_ conversation w 
someone--anyone--on this camp 
You will undoubtedly, within thir ie 
seconds or less, find a common place 
or person between both of you. (7 
conversation will go something li 
this: "Hi, I’m LaGrand Smithfield, 
what’s your name?" "April Bree 
"Really? My mother’s name is Apr: 
"Really? Where is 
"Burley, Idaho. My father’s fre 
Helper, Utah." "I don’t believe it 
really?? [these "reallys" crescen 
with each new-found tie] I have 
best friend whose boyfriend’s cousin’ 
bishop had a missionary companion - ‘ 
whose mission president took his boy 
scout troop camping in Burley!!!" " 
way. So you must know LaBob Hi 
"Are you kidding? He’s like m yo 
brother’s best friend. They’re both | 
on the clogging team in my ward." 
"Really??? My grandmother | 
Relief Society president when LaBo 
mother was just learning how 
clog--she must have taught her 
if LaBob’s on the team and | 
not.") ‘ 


Each day, every 
individual is tossed into 
the mixing bowl of the 
Lord's University and — 
has the potential of — 
colliding with over 
27,000 other saints. 


I could go on but you’ve all 
heard it before--LaGrand and April - 
feel progressively bonded as _ the 
discussion climbs to new heights | 
somethings-in-common (and the 
could be engaged by the end of t 
conversation, since they are almo: p 
family anyway). ‘i 

I always love to overhear the: 
chatterings around campus. Th 
never fail to create new and exciting — 
bonds between people who think they — 
are alone. And they further reveal 
the truth of my inbreeding theory: 
like it or not, you too are a part of 
this vast web. Even I, to my great 
dismay, recently discovered that I 
have a second cousin once removed 
whose third wife was a potato 
farmer’s daughter from Burley. But 


Don’t worry about it though. 
Recessive genes aren’t always bad, 
and you could have worse problems 7 
than not being able to distinguish 
27.000 people from the same family. 
If ever on your merry way thro 
campus, however, you see yourself 
approaching, transfer to the U. 


Willa looks like someone you k ( 
from Idaho. E 


: 
rad 


HOLLAND SUSTAINS SPRAINED 
~ JOWLS 


_ BYU President Jeff Holland was 
_ treated and released from the Utah 
_ Valley Regional Medical Center 
- recently for injuries received in the 
lower jowl area. Holland, who lately 
_ underwent surgery for an Achilles 
tendon sprain, allegedly attempted to 
park in the handicap zone at the ASB 
_ without the proper sticker. When the 
~ lamed president hobbled out to his 
_ vehicle later that day, he was 
incensed to find a BYU Security 
‘Officer writing him a ticket for 
_ parking violations. Tempers rose and 
the two men entered into a heated 
_ argument, culminating in Holland’s 
attempt at swinging one of his 
crutches at the officer. Losing his 
balance, however, the president 
_ succeeded only in striking himself in 
the chins with the wooden walking 
instrument. "I usually stretch out 
_ before arguing with someone," said 
Holland, blaming the injuries on a 
failure to warm-up. "Next time I'll 
be more careful.” 


i 
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Pat & Jeff 
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_ART SCANDAL THICKENS 


Early last week, ASBYU became 
the latest group to be dragged into 
the BYU Stolen Art Scandal. The 
startling news came after new ASBYU 
president Rob Daines walked into the 
ELWC 4th floor men’s room and 
discovered an authentic Picasso 
hanging on the door of one of the 
Stalls. "I thought it was the usual 
graffiti until I turned it over and saw 
the ‘BYU Art Department’ stamp on 
the back," Daines told Campus 
Security. He soon became aware of 
famous paintings all over the 4th 
floor--in hallways, three or four 
murals in the president’s office, 
several large watercolors in the 
Culture office, even one in the 
janitor’s closet. After a quick 
investigation, the unashamed culprit 
turned out to be "“Wizzy," Vice 
President of Community Service. 
When confronted, she explained, "I 
just thought the place needed to be a 
little more dignified and I couldn’t 
think of a better way to do it than 
to use BYU-owned art. So what if 
we didn’t tell anyone--we’re ASBYU 
officers." 


MORMONS: CANDY EATERS FOR 
THE WORLD 


The sweet eating habits of 
Mormons will be the subject of a 
forthcoming PBS documentary 
featuring investigative reporter 
Geraldo Rivera. Rivera goes under- 
cover as a Mormon missionary and 
follows six missionaries closely, 
recording their total glucose con- 
sumption. It is estimated that 
Mormons consume more sugar per 
capita than any other religious group. 
Exploring this topic, the exposé finds 
a direct correlation between sugar 
consumption and successful missionary 
work. "We speculate that those 
missionaries who have unfulfilling 
experiences are perhaps not eating 
enough candy," said Rivera. 


The Holland wardrobe continues: In recognition of the upcoming sojourn 


| ‘in Jordan 


and the President's new footwear. 


Please see May issue for your own Pat & Jeff dolls. 
Student Review June, 1987 page 7 


Prank of the Month 


By Elaine Aamodt 


Most people envision a prank as 
nothing but a useless bit of mischief 
designed to chagrin and humiliate. 
Student Review, however, _has 
recently found that pranks can in 
fact be utilitarian and even econ- 
omically advantageous while _ still 
achieving their goal of making 
someone a dupe. Here’s how: 

Find a stranger who somewhat 
resembles you and follow him home. 
Note the address and then proceed 
with your preparatory work. Most 
any member of his ward will help out 
here, as you gather as much informa- 
tion on him and his background as 
possible. This needn’t be extensive, 
but should at least include his name 
and place of origin. Now you're 
ready. 

Go back to his house one 
evening and with tearstained joy 
besmudged across your face, euphor- 
ically announce that you are the 
long-lost sibling no one ever told him 
about (but whose existence he always 
suspected) and that your lifelong 
search is finally at an end. At this 
point sob loudly for emphasis and fall 
into his arms, muttering incoherent 
Statements about the family finally 
being together. Here it is important 
to add that you haven’t eaten in a 
great while and that you have no 
place to stay, but immediately begin 
sobbing again if he seems reluctant 
or unbelieving. Continue the charade 
as long as free room and _ board 
persist and as long as you can 
chuckle to yourself every night 
before bed at a prank well played. 


Start 


by K. Voss 


They said to just write about 
anything. So I sat there allowing my 
vaporous thoughts: to swim freely. 
Then I heard excessively loud noises 
of frolic outside. It made me think 
about how much pressure there is to 
be having the time of your life all of 
the time--how you seem dark and 
reclusive if you’re not outside. 

Then before I could duck, all of 
The Pressures assailed me. You're 
supposed to have _ fun--constant, 
excuciating fun while maintaining a 
momentum of direction. 

You should have a job and the 
money to do the things everyone is 
doing and still have the time to just 
be poised at home so people can visit 
you and you can jump with the least 
bit of entreatment to any plan. 

You should be tan so you look 
like you’re at least aware of seasonal 
cycles and participate appropriately in 
them, yet be above tanning because it 
reveals that you devote hours to 
lying still and perspiring, lethar- 
gically. 

Or you should be tan because 
you really like Nature and you’re 
always out in it hiking or camping. 

And in between all of the 
camping and tanning you are acade- 
mically secure. You dream about 
your major and extra research. You 
know everything there is to know 
about The subject you’ve magically 
discovered is your destiny to know, 
to further and to thrive on. 


Branbury 
Park 


Ask About 
Treasure Island 


And you know extra things--all 
of the extra things--any ‘book, 
sculpture, 
ment, political scrimmage, or geo- 
graphical location so that you are a 
good conversationalist. 

And not only do you know about 
geographical locations, you’ve been 
there because traveling is you life 
and reveals what an _ outward, 
maverick, reckless person you are. 

And in between all of the 
traveling, camping research and 
tanning you have a boyfriend/girl- 
friend or you at least date a lot. 
Because everybody dates a lot. And 
you know people and you spend lots 
of time with everyone you know 
because you’re into people. 

But you’re not popular because 
it’s trendy and superficial. Besides, 
you’ve been aloof and that’s when 
you got really cultured and developed 
outside interests in Oriental head- 
dresses and Scandinavian languages so 
that you could be intriguing and 
unlike everyone else. 

Yet you’ve been all the places 
that everyone is. The whole time 
you’ve had your hand on the pulse of 
college happenings. You know the 
hangouts and the hangouts know you. 
Because if you’re.not involved you’ve 
missed 75% of* what the college 
experience exists for. 

But the whole time you’ve still 
had your job and been tanning and 
camping and doing research. And no 
one can touch your G.P.A. 

Meanwhile you look good. 
Somehow you’ve figured out how to 
represent the person you are and all 
that you stand for in the way that 


Provo’s Complete Student Community 


e Beautiful Apartments @ Exercise Weight Room e Sauna e 
@ Tanning e Campus Shuttle Bus e Year Round Swimming e 
@ Spa e Garages e Volleyball e Cable T.V.e Game Room e 
e Great Ward e Beach e Aerobics e 
Sign up early for Fall/Spring/Summer e@ 


449 West 1720 North, Provo 373-6300 
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music, medical advance- 


you dress because you realize that 
people are making assessments on you 
via how you look at least 8 times 


- every 30 seconds. ; 
Nevertheless you don’t peng 


time on it. You just stumbled into it 


one afternoon. You don’t even allude 


to the fact that how you look is a 
concern in your life because it 
reveals every uncomlimentary 
personality trait there even is. 

No, you think about deep things 
and how troubled you are that 


everyone isn’t charitable and solving | 


world problems. No one cares about 


community or global concerns 

anymore. Just themselves. 
Meanwhile you're going to 

graduate quickly, yet ensconsed 


everywhere are internships and 
Studies abroad and community work 
and music. 

Because you play instruments in 
between the camping and tanning and 
research. And you might form a 
band because somehow you've got to 
convey the fact that above all you 
are creative. And not just creative, 
you’ve got a tortured poetic soul that 
is just too completely sensitive to 
even exist. 

And that’s why you’re moody. 
And that’s why you break rules 
sometimes and don’t hand papers in 
on time. Because your genius doesn’t 
work that way. And haven’t all the 
great minds been misfits somehow? 

And you're also all of your 
teachers’ favorite student because you 
go see them all of the time and you 
go beyond what the mere class 
covers. 

It’s important to always do more 
than is expected. As you’ve noted on 
occasion in your daytimer. 

Your life is marvelous and it’s 
crescendoing. And this is reflected, 
naturally, in your cheerful, personable 
self who everybody wants to invite 
camping. 

But you can’t always go because 
you play tennis, bike and jog 15 
miles a day before you go to work. 
And when biking you sport approp- 
riate biking hot pants that almost 
cost more than the bike itself. 

But you’re not wealthy. Or 
trendy. You’re just one of the gang. 


In Student Review your ad won't be lost 
in a jungle of competitors. 
than 30% advertising. That's less than 
half of your alternative. 


Call 375-7944 for details 


Except when : 
research on Oriental headdres 
subject only you know anything a 
because you transcend the crowd. — 

But you’re not lonely becau 
the whole time everyone’s been 
dating (as if that was really impor-— 
tant) you’ve been developing yourself — 
and doing research and proving time 4 
and time again how true happiness is — 
manufactured solely within yourself. 

And then you explode. a. 


End ; 


K. Voss is K. Voss. 


Brushes 
with Fame 


Jon Webber claims that: 


He was in a high school play with 
Vanessa Williams; 


He hosted a BYU pep rally with 
Sharlene Wells; 


His father home-taught Robert 
Redford’s wife, Lola, in Manhattan 


his first leading Broadway role in 
"Barefoot in the Park;" 


Arkin’s son; 


His grandmother’s uncle was 
Wilkes Booth; 


His Friend had Christmas dinner 
Jim McMahon; 


He talked to Herman Munster in. 
New York K-Mart; 


His brother took Marie Osmond on an fj 
ice-skating date. Z 


We run less 


ae David Veloz 


When someone mentions the 
Provo City Police, what pops into 
your mind? A well-oiled machine of 

good-hearted but cynical dead-eyes 
who gulp java by daylight and who 
crush interstate drug trafficking by 

night? How about a team of cheerful 


Se he es SOT PR 


and civic minded regular joes who'll ‘ 
bend over backwards to make sure  A# 


your stay in Provo is nothing less 

than elegant and safe--even if that 
_ means climbing cottonwoods all day 
_ long to rescue frisky kitties? 

Well, how about a bunch of 
frustrated ex-jock potatoes who see 
_ red when they watch Miami Vice and 
- who are just dying to make sure they 
_ make their mark every chance they 
get, guys whose idea of fun is a cb 
_ radio with a strong signal, a radar 
_. gun, and two kids riding illegally on 

an Aero Fifty. 
Am J getting warmer? But let’s 
_ not be rash. Most of us have a one 
_ dimensional view of the police, since 
we are students and the worst 
trouble we get into is usually a little 
- noise making on the weekends. After 
all, Utah Valley seems to be a hotbed 
of serial murders, child abuse, wife 


MBE hey 


Other various sorts of bad things. 
I’m sure we don’t know half of what 
the police deal with. 

But if that’s the-case, if there’s 
so much crime to be nipped in the 


ike bears and BYU students like 
_ honeycombs? 
Provo police cars riding around 


'YU security seem gentle. Could 


ecognize BYU students for what they 
ften are, the children of affluent 


the cops hang around the condos 
a faded and weed-covered red curb, 


just so they can bring in an extra 
ten bucks or so? 


<] think the cops in 
eye hate people. 


I hate to be so pessimistic. How 

_ crass to accuse someone of greed; 
-money’s tight for everyone, and 
- there’s no reason to go around 
_ throwing the first stone. I prefer to 
believe that the SS-like aura that 
surrounds the boys in blue stems 
from a simpler source, one rooted in 
the most basic of human fears: I 
think the cops in Provo hate people. 
I think they especially hate 
- young people, people who are happy, 
_ people who seem to have more of a 
_ future than growing fat and old on 


: 


-Stan’s double bacon cheeseburgers, 
people who have fun. I think the 
cops here hate people who have the 
- dream to live a better life than what 
_ they have. Sure, we all feel jealous 
_ when someone younger than us excels 
_ in ways we only dreamt of, but we 
don’t have badges, guns, and little 
_ Citation pads. They do, and that’s a 
_ Scary combination. _ 


abuse, thefts of assorted sizes, and 


bud, why do the police seem to be 
There are so many ~ 
ide t housing every day, they make e. 
t be, just maybe, that the police © 
arents, an easy source of revenue? - 
$s this whole thing economic? Do ~ 


hoping to find a BMW parked against 


On Saturday night, local rock 
heroes Megawitch tried to throw a 
little party at a house off campus. 
They’re not as wild as their name 
sounds. Megawitch is three girls and 
lumpy old me, none of whom can 
even play their instruments. They 
just like goofing off, and their 
friends like to watch. Before they 
even finished one song, the cherry 
top was a-twirlin’ outside and there 
was a knock on the door. Guess who. 
Too loud, he said. Numerous 
complaints, he said (which means 
people had to complain and he had to 


respond within two minutes). If he 


got any guff, he’d start handing out 
citations and making arrests, he said. 
No noise permit, he said (which is a 
definitive catch-22: you can’t play 
without a permit, but even if you 
have one and _ the - police get 
complaints, they will still shut you 
down, and you’re out ten bucks-- 
maybe that economic explanation will 


hold water after all). 


It didn’t matter that we had 
told our neighbors about the show or 
that it was only ten o’clock; it didn’t 


matter that there was a massively 


loud ward party down the street that 
had got shut down: earlier and was 
probably _ the source of the 
complaints. Party’s over, kids. 

But that’s not all; he harassed 
people too. Culture guru Brian 
Kubarycz got interrogated for just 
standing on the sidewalk: 


Cop: What are you doing here? 
Brian: Visiting my friends... 
Cop: Where are you from? 
Brian: New York. 

Cop: What are you doing in 


Provo? 

Brian: Going to BYU. 

Cop: Most BYU kids don’t look 
like you. 

Brian: Most BYU kids don’t 
come from New York. 

Don’t worry, the party just 
moved to another house and really 
was a smashing success, but this 
wasn’t an isolated incident. It 
happens all the time. I bet we could 
run a new column “Brushes with the 


- Cops" and it would be filled every 


issue. I know people who got pulled 
in for walking around town at three 


in the morning, looking in shop 
windows. I even know someone who 
got a billy club across his head. 

I’m not saying the students are 
saints; sure, sometimes they do illegal 
things. But I am saying the cops are 
after them with a vengeance, turning 
their ugly paternal feelings into 


SUMMER 


senseless harassment and ridiculous 
macho pretense. These guys are 
angry, bored, and mean. 

If they were just regular guys, 
I'd feel sorry for them; I can 
understand why someone laid off from 
Geneva might go off and rob a 
Minuteman or something. But I can’t 
understand bullying, ignorant attempts 
to grab superiority by the throat, or 
being told to call somebody with a 
badge "Sir." I wouldn’t even call the 
President "Sir," and he doesn’t spend 
his days sneaking around in his car 
thinking up new ways to give me 
grief. 

To top it off, I’m not all that 
impressed with how the police handle 
real crimes. Once, my car got broken 
into. They smashed the window and 
ripped out not only the stereo but 
also the dashboard. This had happen- 
ed to ten other people where I was 
living; the Bishop even had to make 
an announcement about it in church. 
But when the officer came over to 
ask questions, she grilled me like I 
ripped my own car off to collect on 
the insurance. When she was 
convinced I was honest, she left, 
telling me, "Don’t expect to get this 
stuff back." Great. Thanks for your 
help. 


LON G 


leasant drinks, 
fun games, Letterman 


on large screen T.V., 
hottest live music 
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Open Monday- 
Saturday, from 
7:17 pm to 3:02 am 


35 N. University in 


Provo Town Square 
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When I was growing up the 
occasion arose more than once where 
I had to cover an action with an "I 
don’t know" or an "I can’t re- 
member." Once I went as far as to 
ask my parents, "Do you remember 
what you ate for breakfast last 
Thursday? Well, then how can I 
remember what I did?" Needless to 
say it never went over too well. 

In one situation concerning the 
house rule of no teasing the siblings, 
I told my parents that I could not 
recall whether or not there was an 
altercation in the house while they 
were away. Actually I knew full well 
what went on and I was completely 
responsible; nevertheless, I needed to 
test my parents to see if they were 
going to make a big deal of it or 
not. 

When they commenced to ask 
the others to testify to the fact that 
there was a disturbance in the house 
I decided to test the rule. I 
explained that in the first place I 
wasn’t teasing per say. Secondly, 
they had left me in charge and 
therefore it really wasn’t a matter of 
sibling rivalry and of course as the 
proper leader this particular house 
rule didn’t apply to me because I was 
technically acting as a baby-sitter 
and not as a sibling. 

To conclude my argument I 
pointed out that there is a spirit and 
a letter to all laws: I was totally 
responsible for what went on, but I 
followed my conscience as best I 
could as the leader, and I did what I 
did in the best interest of all 
involved in order to keep peace. 

As they say .. . it didn’t fly. 
I learned that when you try to split 
semantical hairs about laws that were 
tailor-made for you, people get angry 
and the results are not pretty. 


Growing up in the seventies I 
was constantly exposed to certain 
"stories with a moral." One of them 
was about a little shepherd boy who 
got bored, and to excite the villagers 
he would cry "wolf." 

As everyone knows, after the 
third false alarm he really did have a 
problem and no one came. He was 
nearly impeached. I think his name 
was Dick. I was too young to glean 
too much from the story, but I did 
learn one thing from Dick and that 
was that each time you mislead 
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Reagan's Credibility Gap 


by Mike Bothwell 


people you loose credibility. Thanks 
to Dick, I learned my lesson. 


Some are beginning to say that 
this is the decade of the sequels. We 
have had Superman, Rocky, Rambo, 
Jaws, Friday the Thirteenth, and now 
Beverly Hills Cop II. 

I hear that Congress is preview- 
ing the sequel of the eighties: The 
Cowboy Who Cried Wolf. It’s about a 
cowboy who gets elected President by 
promising to raise taxes, never to run 
a federal deficit, and then promises 
never to negotiate with terrorists, 
never to trade journalists for spies, 
and never to ask Ollie anything 
incriminating. 

Three of the biggest issues that 
helped the Reagan administration to 
enter the White House in 1981 were 
the Democrats’ ineptness in handling 
MlIddle East terrorists, the federal 
budget, and the tax situation. 


In his 1980 campaign Reagan 
accused the Carter administration of 
being "“whimpy" in dealing with the 
terrorism. We all thought that if 
Reagan were President the hostages 
would have been returned in record 
time because the Ayatolla didn’t want 
to go up with Iran in a nuclear 
mushroom cloud. Reagan promised 
the American public that if he were 
elected his administration would 
never negotiate with terrorists. 
Negotiation to him was concession. 


It's about a cowboy 
who gets elected by 
promising to never 
raise taxes, and then 
promises never to 


negotiate with terrorists 
a 


Recently however, -we have 
learned that the rules were changed 
and negotiation with terrorists isn’t 
concession anymore. In fact, the 
Reagan administration was involved in 
several high-level negotiations with 
Middle East terrorists. According to 
testimony before the congressional 
select committee the Reagan admini- 
stration offered to pay $200 million 
ransom to free hostages. 


TAKING MY ACT DIRECTLY TO 
THE PUBLIC! € 
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Soon after this — revelation 
became public, the President admitted 
that he had talked to the King of 
Saudi Arabia about a deal. Indeed, 
the same President who ran in 1980 
on an "I’d never deal with the 
Iranian terrorists" ticket was involved: 
in selling arms and spare parts to the 
Ayatola’s army--an exchange similar 
to Rambo selling bazookas to North 
Vietnam. 


It was another case of 


"T didn't know anything, 

I didn't know anything 
... It was my idea 

from the beginning." 


Although the administration 
didn’t inform congress or the public 
about the Iran arms sale, after 
eighteen months it leaked out. 

When asked if he knew. about 
the deal Reagan said he didn’t 
remember. He asked in turn if the 
press. corps could remember what 
they had eaten on that fateful day in 
October. If they couldn’t recall 
something as weighty as a menu, why 
should he remember something as 
insignificant as an arms deal with 
Iran? My question: if this line 
didn’t work for me as a child, why 


should it work for Reagan as 
President? Why is America so 
gullible? 


When Ronald Reagan ran in 1980 
he emphasized the Democrats’ mis- 
management of federal monies. He 
promised that he would increase 
defence spending, balance the budget, 
and he promised never to increase 
taxes. Seriously carrying out this 
nearly impossible task would be an 
economic disaster and political 
suicide. We would have to cut 
everything except defence spending 
which would be “significantly 
increased." 

Well . . . Reagan didn’t fulfill 
his promises in the first four years, 
SO we gave him another four. Each 
of the seven Presidential budget 
proposals has suggested a budget 
which would’ increase defense 
spending, but would also significantly 
increase the national debt. 


MR. HEAD- 
WAIT A REST2MR. WHERE 


_ Cowboy who cried Wolf goes, I give — 


Since Reagan took over we have — 
hit new heights in fiscal mismanage- 
ment. With Ronnie at the helm we — 
have broken the one trillion dollar — 
debt mark. When things got hot 
fiscally the President decided to just 
forget the campaign promises and — 
raise taxes. 

The next story that we heard — 
from the Reagan administration was 
that the American journalist arrested — 
in the USSR was not a spy. To — 
prove this the current administration — 
said that they refused to trade their — 
spy for our “journalist.” 

Later however it was another — 
case of "he’s not a spy, he’s not a — 
spy ... there will be no trade, there — 
will be no trade . . . ok, so they left — 
their respective countries at the same — 
time--he still wasn’t a spy and there — 
was no trade." Frankly this was just 
one too many even for the cowboy. — 
Can we take any more? 

Last week was the most recent 
time the cowboy cried, and this time 
it looks like the wolf might get him. — 
Not long after congress found out 
that there was a covert arms sale - 
Iran they discovered that a lot | 
money was being diverted to 
Contras. With further investigation 
it was discovered that several m 
dollars were being funneled to 
Contras through the execu 
branch--despite the ‘passage by 
Congress in 1985 of the Boland — 
Amendment, a law banning the 
executive branch from in any way — 
funding the Contras. pe. 

Initially Ronald Reagan avowed — 
that he never knew anything abou ae 
it. He told the Washington press for 
weeks that he knew nothing about 
the flow of money to the Contras, 
adding that Oliver North was nothing — 
less than an American hero: Z 

Then as the _ investigation — 
revealed more embarrassing informa- 
tion the administration changed its 
stance. It was another case of "... I — 
didn’t know anything, I didn’t know — 
anything .. . It was my idea from — 
the beginning, but I didn’t do F 
anything illegal--and even if I did — 
the rules didn’t apply to me." 

Perhaps I’m irate because as a 
child I had to learn to have integrity 
and obey rules or suffer the con- 
sequences. I also think that there is — 
a certain amount of responsibility 
that goes with being President of the 
United States. Maybe we have all — 
given up hope that politicians can be _ 
credible, or maybe we are just so 
naive and gullible that we allow 
people to continually deceive us. We 
can tolerate small boys calling the — 
villagers to bail him out of boredom 
only so many times. ace 

I have to agree with Roger and ~ 
Gene--sequels are just too much of 
the same thing. We should have — 
learned from the story of Dick in the — 
early seventies. As far as The 
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‘ake it Off 


by Susan Polizzotto 


It’s summer again--the time of 
year when I begin questioning the 
practicality of clothes. They kept me 
warm through the winter, but now 
_ they seem as practical as a fur coat 
on a rattlesnake. Enslaved by 
society and habit, however, I don 
them daily while cursing their very 
invention. 

Aside from being uncomfortable, 
clothes are, after all, a vice which 


alters natural appearances and 
- behavior, segregates society into 
distinct castes, and poses certain 


dangers to one’s health. Faced with 

these serious disadvantages, I suggest 
we abolish clothing. 

_ _. Although it provides. warmth and 
_ protection from extreme temperatures, 
clothing is not indigenous to the 

I have yet to see an 
infant born in anything other than 

her birthday suit. In the Garden as 

well, man went naked. It wasn’t 
until after the Fall when Adam and 

Eve were driven into the cold and 

dreary world that clothing--along 

with a host of other: burdens (i.e. 

work | and = childbearing)--became 

‘necessary. This implies the Earth in 

its ideal state has a climate temper- 
ate enough to make clothing obsolete. 


: So as not to neglect you 
_ Darwinists, I also submit that men, 
like most other primates, once 
_ boasted a fine fur coat, which he 
‘might have retained had he never 
2: meddled- with clothing in the first 
" place. ee 
Most people agree that See 
alters natural appearance. Without 
_ clothes, for example, Boy George’s 
_ gender would be blatantly obvious, 
while with them, we are kept 
_ guessing. Not only can gender be 
disguised by clothes, they also make 
fat appear slender, narrow wide, and 
flat buxom. How can one find 


Aside from being 
uncomfortable, clothes 
are, after all, a vice. 

I suggest we abolish 
clothing. 


friends or a spouse in a world. where 
people try to hide their true identity 
from themselves and others? 

Our current plight arises from a 
lack of security, which makes the 
search for companionship like 
Christmas shopping in a mall where 
all the merchandise comes _pre- 
wrapped, You’re never sure what 
you’re getting until you take it home 
and unwrap it, and by then it’s too 
late for an exchange. 

Behavior too may be altered by 
the clothes we wear. What little girl 
hasn’t been told, "Don’t swing upside 
down on the monkey bars with your 
dress on!” How sad to restrict a 
child’s amusements just because of 
the clothes she’s wearing. 

The situation only worsens for 
adults: no more shorts or bloomers in 
church, no wining and dining without 
shirts and ties, or without 
_ skirts and nylons for the women, and 


no personal checks cashed in the 
bookstore for men without socks. 
Allusions to dress codes bring 
up another interesting point: some 
people actually believe that clothing 
promotes modesty! I fined this 
utterly ridiculous. Clothes may 
shroud the body from view, but what 
can’t be seen is left to the imagina- 


tion, which (as every Hollywood ; 


director and MHarlequin Romance 
writer knows) is ten times. worse 
than reality. Why be presented with 
the ugly truth when we can produce 
our own beautiful illusion? This is 
why all good movies and books never 
show the entire picture, only enough 
to whet the imagination. So it is 
with clothes; they promote lustful 
fantasizing while hiding reality. 

Since fashion is generally a rich 
man’s game, clothing often indicates 
social status. Were it to be elimi- 
nated, no one could tell princes from 
paupers at a mere glance. Similarly, 
no one could label people with 
degrading yellow stars or scarlet 
"A"s. Universal disrobement would 
eliminate many prejudices by elimi- 
nating the covers we judge one 
another. by. 

Historically, much evidence 
exists showing the dangers posed by 
clothing to health. Women of the 
17th and 18th centuries drew their 
corset strings in so tight that 
dizziness, fainting, and broken ribs 
were common. Chinese women bound 
their feet from childhood, inducing 
broken bones and crippling themselves 


for life. 


Other examples of dangerous 
clothing aren’t so far removed. I’ve 
heard of men being struck by 
lightning on the metal zippers or 
rivets of their Levi's, and women 
being seized and violated because 
their tight skirts and heels prevented 
them escaping attackers. Recently, 
Imelda Marcos suffered global ridicule 
and placed her life in considerable 
danger due to her insatiable desire 
for shoes and designer fashions. 

The value attached to clothes 
seems absurd when people willingly 
surrender health, wealth, virtue, and 
integrity to something so useless and 
transitory. 

While abolishing clothing won’t 
automatically cure all society’s ills, I 
invite you to consider the proposal 
carefully. A move to the nude would 
relieve us of a lot of pride, immoral- 
ity, social injustice and warped 
perceptions of ourselves and others. 
Granted, we may have to suffer some 
minor discomfort in winter (although 
most homes, buildings, and vehicles 
are equipped with central heating 
these days) and find new ways to 
distinguish the Giants from _ the 
Broncos on Monday night football, 
but what a trivial price to pay for 
the betterment of the human race. 

Now is the time to take a stand. 
Take it off. 


This is Susan’s first contribution to 
the Review. She lives upstairs. 


jOn Midgley's Mormon History 


by Jay Bell 


A few months ago professor 
Louis Midgley approached the Student 
Review to finally publish an article 
about why he believes the two 
decade-old "revisionist" approach to 
Mormon historiography (sometimes 
erroneously referred to as the "New 
Mormon History") is dangerous to the 
spiritual health of church members. 
Though Midgley is a latecomer to the 
published arena exploring the 
disseminattion of LDS history, his 
article added fuel to a 20+ year feud. 


In 1966, Dialogue: a Journal of 
Mormon Thought devoted almost its 
entire Summer issue to papers 
presented in the newly organized 
Mormon History Association, papers 
were described as "“Reappraisals of 
Mormon History.” Dr. Moses Rischin 
used the term New Mormon History 
to describe the loosely knit LDS and 
non-LDS scholars seeking to re- 
examine the legacy of the Restora- 
tion. These scholars were character- 
ized as studying Mormonism in a 
human setting "without thus rejecting 
the divinity of the Church’s origin 
and work.” (See "The New Mormon 
History," American West, March 1969) 


The traditionalists think 


that the retelling of the 
traditional view has been 
"humanized" and 
"desanctified." 


Since the late 60’s, the scholars 
Rischin referred to have come under 
attack from two major camps. One 
group, sometimes referred to as 
secularists, generally feel that the 
New Mormon Historian’s accept too 
literally the self-proclaimed motiva- 
tions of the actors of the past, 
especially if there is a hint of 
divinity in them. A group on the 
opposite end of the spectrum, 
occasionally referred to as traditiona- 
lists, think that the retelling of the 
traditional view has been "humanized" 
and "desanctified" by these new 
probers. At times the traditionalists 
fallaciously lump the secularists with 
the New Mormon Historians. Dr. 
Midgley is a member and a ring 
leader of the traditionalists. Over 
the last 20 years through such 
publications as BYU Studies, Dialogue, 
Journal of Mormon History, 7th East 
Press, Sunstone, The John Whitmer 
Historical Association Journal, Utah 
Historical Quarterly, and now Student 
Review (March 4, 1987), different 
views from all three camps have been 
aired, but unfortunately there still 
remains a great deal of miscommuni- 
cation. 

Midgley’s Student Review article 
discusses the relationship of tes- 
timony and history, he then take a 
look at critical analysis of The Book 
of Mormon. Midgley then reexamines 
the value of restoration historical 
foundations, and also reviews certain 
isolated statements by New Mormon 
historians--especially Dr. Jan Shipps. 


In the March 25th issue of 
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Student Review, Steve Oakey gave a 
needed response to the sophistries of 
Midgley’s argumentsOakey limited his 
rebuttle to four items: (1) The 
existence of a "faithful" history and 
that "scholars have little awareness 
of" the limitations of speculation. (2) 
Abandonment of critical examination 
of the Book of Mormon. (3) 
Midgley’s inferred knowledge of God’s 
modus operandi. | 

There are a few other fallacies 
in Midgley’s article that need to be 
mentioned. 


First, one of Midgley’s major 
premises is that testimony and 
history are closely connected. We, as 
Church members, have been counseled 
again and again not to link history 
and testimony. Elder Oaks put 
testimony in proper perspective: "Our 
individual personal testimonies are 
based on the witness of the Spirit, 
not on any combination or accumula- 
tion of historical facts. If we are so 
grounded, no alteration of historical 


A722 can shake our testimonies.” 


("Reading Church History," Symposium 
Speeches: Doctrine & Covenants & 
Church History, p. 5; for a similar 
statement by President Gorden B. 
Hinkley see Church News, 9 Sep. 
1984, pp. 11 & 13.) By combining 
history with testimony Midgley makes 
testimony susceptible to the historic 
creations of Mark Hoffman and his 
like. 


Next, Midgley asserts that the 
Old Testament and the Book of 
Mormon are historical accounts. Not 
so! They are religious records, not a 
systematic account of people, 
country, and society. Nor are they 
intended as an analysis of such. The 
Old Testament and the Book of 
Mormon do not fit into the category 
of pure history. They are books of 
religious doctrine loosely _ tied 
together by events of their respective 
civilizations. Elder Packer reminds 
us that, "The history in the Book of 
Mormon is incidental. . . the central 
purpose [of the book] is not histor- 
ical." (Conference Report, April 1985, 
p. 76.) Testimony should be based on 
the spiritual and the doctrinal aspects 
of scripture, and not so much on its 


-internal history or the events that 


brought it about. 


Midgley has what could be 
called the "black or white syndrome:" 
Either Mormon history has to be 
interpreted from the "traditionalist" 
view, or else it is a Satanic plot to 
destroy the Church. In matters of 
Church history Midgley is sounding 
like one of his political archrivals of 
the 1960’s, Cleon Skousen. Midgley 
doesn’t seem to realize that there are 
numerous shades of gray when it 
comes to dealing with historiography. 
History is more like a shifting sand 
dune than dry cement. The view of 
the past constantly shifts as new 
evidence comes to light, and as 
historians try to reevaluate and 
reinterpret evidence from the past 
with their all too human and unclear 
vision. 

It seems to be Midgley’s idea 
that those who believe that Joseph 


see Midgley on page 23 
page 11 


ele te 


Matting 


The Downtown Provo Merchants 


present 


Concerts on 


Tabernacle 
Lawn 


Every Wednesday ° Noon to 1 pm 


Buy a take out lunch at one 
of our Downtown ; 
Restaurants & 

enjoy an 

entertaining 

lunch 

on the 

Lawn 


Being a true and factual account 
of the life and adventures 
of that celebrated proselytizer— 


Parley Parker Pratt . 
1g Delivered as a monologue, in the first person, 
by the acclaimed playwright and actor— 
Charles Thomas Duncan 
Your attendance at this most informative - 
and extremely entertaining event is : 
graciously urged and absolutely required. 

E 2 


—— 
A&A 


Bax 


Ud Tag TT ME VARTA 


7 
Limited Engagement 
Monday, Friday & Saturday Held over thru June 20th 
Tickets $5.00 Curtain 8:00 p.m. Call 375-8020 for Reservanons 
35 Utah 84601 


N. Univ. Suite 285 Provo, Utah 
eee fess See 


Fraductany 


Great copies. Gre 


1 East Center 
377-1791 


Junior and 
Contemporary 
Fashions 


> JMR 


CHALK GARDEN he 
yor? 
3 o=™ , 


cottonwocd mall 


> OF HAIR DESIGN 


35 N. University in 


Provo Town Square 


PING ~PONG 


in Provo Town Square 


26 W. Center 
Provo, Utah 84601 
(801) 375-2898 


page 12 Student Review June, 1987 


; 


-_-— 
CP SHADES 


trolley square provo 


MOM et biting = SA PON ee SPRL 


Pati 
Port 


2S a a RIT | 


eres) 7 eho 


'4375-Deli 


°° Provo Town Square 
ith {fer ob B end Fa 
eePrCcirres 


and much 
more! 


uly 2,3,4 


all day long 


Ss aS AT | 


For Reservations and Information 


Standard Rates: scl ie ang 

1-4 Persons 15 Min. $10.00 
1-4 Persons “ Hr. . $20.00 
1-4 Persons 1 Hr. $30.00 
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School Dances Parades 
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Call 374-8300 For Prices 


Picnic Package 
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Literary Reyi 


Mormon Literature: The State of the Art 


by Eugene England 


Right now Mormon literature is 
_ enjoying a profuse and _ lovely 
flowering. It is in the midst of an 
exciting outpouring of good writing 
in all genres, the most exciting in 
the 160 year history since Joseph 
Smith, under divine direction, 
produced the Book of Mormon. Yet 
too many Mormons remain unaware of 
the treasures all around them, and go 
right on choosing for their summer 
reading inferior Gentile material (or 
nothing!). 

Even BYU students and faculty, 
even English lit graduate students 
(God bless them!), who can tick off 
the titles of obscure Renaissance 
plays and boring Victorian novels and 
obscene modern poems, think that 
"Mormon literature" means nothing 
more than embarrassingly upbeat stuff 
like Saturday's Warrior or Jack 
Weyland’s novels. 

And what is most amazing, their 
ignorance seems willed: "Nothing good 
can possibly come out of Provo or 
Panguitch," they say. Or "We can’t 
be so provincial as to write’or read 
Mormon literature when there are all 
the great and universal human themes 
in our world literature." 

Shakespeare and Milton wrote 
directly and intentionally to potential 
audiences much smaller than that now 
made up of well-educated English- 
speaking Mormons (which is near 
three million). Does it in any way 
count against those great poets that 
they spoke consciously to their 
limited audience of literate English- 
men--and about particular moral and 
political problems and _ religious 
perspectives that 
English, even sectarian? Or does it 
count against Isaac Bashevis Singer 
that he writes from the perspective 
of a consciously, even self-conscious- 
ly, small-town, Polish Jew? Or 
Flannery O’Connor that she writes 
from a small-town Southern Baptist 


perspective, filtered through an 
intensely religious Catholic sensi- 
bility? 


On the contrary, the greatness 
of O’Connor and Singer (and most 
other great writers) derives from a 
truth we all know but forget about 
our own religion and culture: The 
only way to the universal is through 
the particular. The only honesty, 
ultimately, is honesty. to that which 
we know in our own bones and blood 
and spirit, our own land and faith, 
our own doubts and battles and 
victories and defeats. 

These realities provide a basis 
for good Mormon literature because, 
unlike religions such as Lutheranism 
or Christian Science, Mormonism 
makes a large number of rather 
absolute claims about the nature of 
the universe and God and human 


were essentially - 


beings, about specific historical 
events, past and future, about 
language and form and content. 

And Mormonism is much more 


than a set of ideas: It is an 
historical community, grounded in 
unusual and _ cohesive culture 


experiences growing directly from its 
religious claims that it has become 
like a nation, an ethnic culture as 
well as a religion. We can speak of 
a Mormon literature as surely as we 
can of a Jewish or Southern litera- 
ture--at least unless we insist on 
being provincially anti-provincial! 


We can speak ofa _ 


Mormon literature as 
surely as we can of a 
Jewish or Southern 


literature. 
(Se 


But, you say, that may be true 
in theory but where is the actual 
evidence? It exists, beginning with 
the Book of Mormon itself and 
continuing, certainly with lapses and 
barren periods, right down to the 
present flowering. The Book of 
Mormon compares favorably to the 
what many call the world’s greatest 
book, the Bible. It too, for instance, 
is structured throughout with 
topological motifs, based in the 
atoning mission of Christ, that subtly 
and powerfully affect the attentive 
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reader, revealing rather than hiding 
the violence in human society. 

Work by some of the most avant 
garde critics has helped us appreciate 
the quality of literature from our 
pioneer period, letters and diaries and 
sermons and hymns, that have been 
downgraded over the past century 
because they are not as sophisticated 
and formally elegant as the belles 
lettres we have studied in English 
classes. 

While I was still caught up in 
the sophisticated delights of formalist 
criticism I learned at Stanford, I 
began to be uneasy about the 
inadequacy of formalist criteria (those 
concerned with aesthetic qualities-- 
structure, style, organization, etc.) to 
account for the experiences of my 
students (and myself) with certain 
literature, especially some which 


PRAYER 2 


powerfully affected us despite its 
obvious lack of formal or aesthetic 
perfection. I found that the religious 
and moral vision of the authors and 


the qualities of the societies and 


experiences they describe seem to be 


as important to the quality of their 


literature as their ability to handle 
point of view and texture and 
prosody. E 

The pioneer period of Mormon 
letters was followed by generally 
sentimental "home literature," and 


then a “lost generation" of gifted but. 


often alienated writers. Authors such 
as Maureen’ Whipple, Virginia 
Sorenson, and Fawn Brodie met with 
critical success on a national level, 
but much of the work of this genera- 
tion reflects disillusionment and 
defensiveness. 


The most recent blossoming of 


Mormon literature has been charac- 
terized by various kinds and degrees 


of sincere commitment to the unique - 


and demanding religious claims of 


Mormonism as well as to its history; — 


people, and culture. Yet these 


* 


writers are also clear-sighted and — 


devastating 
criticism of Mormon mistakes and 
tragedies, both historical and 
present--in some cases more incisive 
than past Mormon and = present 
Gentile writers because they are less 
naive and more sensitive to their own 
involvement, as faithful members, in 
Mormon conflicts and mistakes. 

Here are some examples of the 
newest generation of 
literature, a kind of reading list for 
Mormons who are not so provincial 
as to think anything from outside 
must be better than that produced by 
their own community and faith. 


First, let me mention Levi 
Peterson, who was the first writer of 
our generation to publish with a non- 
Mormon press and develop a national 


readership. He was also the first to. 


see Literature on page 23 


Kneeling in the plastic chapel I whisper 


Heavenly Father 


(a step on the concrete marble) oh hell. Please 
bless mom (wavering light of a votive candle trickles 
through the stiff and peeling fingers of the Virgin) 

and let it be all right. Bless the doctors (perfumed oil burning, 
burning, searing the wasted heart-flesh spent in service. It 


bled at each scrape 
and every sin __ 


and if it be thy will (you don’t need him, with your numberless 


concourses) don’t leave 


me comfortless (my tiny nightlight would shine on his baldness. 
Go to sleep, and think about your favorite book) 


oh father 


(the finger quietly descends and marks the deed, a ruby drop, 
until the chain is full and heavy and rich with redemption) 


My Father. 
(Marni Asplund) 


in their analysis and — 


Mormon — 


by Mike Denison 


i: Okay, my dream went like this: . 
I'm hiding out with a bunch of 
- gangsters like you see in old black 
and white movies except I really 
2 don’t feel like I belong with them 
because I’m not the gangster type. 
Bu I'ma wearing a pinstripe suit with 
a black shirt and a white tie, some- 
_ thing I could see my dad wearing 
: thirty years ago when he was iz his 
_ prime, although he hasn’t worn a suit 
i like that for ages. Now he just sits 
_ around since he got laid off a couple 
cs years ago from the factory because 
‘ of those damn Japs and drinks more 
: _ than he should, but he’s really not 
hurting anybody, even though mom 
_ gets mad at him for not getting up 
and doing something useful and says 
she’s tired of having to pay all of 
_ the bills working at a drugstore. 
s So I’m sitting around this tatle 
with all these gangsters and our suits 
; planning some big heist or a hit, I 
- can’t remember which, but we were 
getting really serious and intense 
when the police come breaking down 
the door, like when we graduated 
“from high school last year and 
_ bought a couple of kegs and went out 
to a deserted warehouse by the docks 
where we wouldn't get caught, but 
_ someone tipped the cops off and they 
ame down and arrested twenty-six of 
us that didn’t get away but nothing 
“really happened. They just called our 
_Parents and yelled at us to try and 
re us” but it was a lot of fun 
apvavey: ees ; 
2 _ And so the cops come busting in 
and start shooting and _ they’re 
wearing uniforms like keystone cops 
and acting real stupid, running 
bal and stuff and the gangsters 
pel out their violin cases and are 


A Lapis- Colored} Piece of Glass 


iuiaped and hungry in my car 


_ I drove over the dirt roads of foothills, 
As absent of current as a dry riverbed. 


Got out and walked in the dust-- 


a ea 


Then among dead foxtails 

_ I prayed for certainty. 

_ A man groaned by in a pickup 
The color of a tired sky 


- Nothing ‘more than sunset, walked back 


Dry ruts and found a clump of mud 
And knuckled off the clay 
To the clean blue crystal, 


A shattered piece of powerline insulator 


Shot and broken on the road. 
Edges sharp as if chipped 
By a dumb Neolithic. 
‘The ice of unanswered prayer 
I kept the glass 

- In my car and pocket 


For comfort when rubbed by thumb. 


Then I filled with a charge 

For the girl of my arid rayer . 
_ That shook the wires of my frame, 
Humming the muscles on the glass-- 


Could charge her too. . . 
Now a piece of insulator 
Rests in the dust of my dashboard. 


Pt Ee ee 


Carl Robertson 


Knowing the waters of this generation 


shooting back with their machine 
guns and bullets are flying every- 


‘where and breaking glass and sending 
’ wood splinters everywhere. 


I duck 
under the table because I don’t have 
a gun and didn’t want anything to.do 
with those guys in the first place. 


' Then I run to the back of the room 
all hunched over so I wouldn’t get 


hit by stray bullets and watch them 
from an open doorway getting shot 
and dying, but they never run out of 
people or bullets and they just keep 
shooting and dying. 

The cops start beating on the 
other guys with clubs and their faces 
were sneers and growls as they bang 
on as many gangsters as they can get 
their hands on. And then I see that 
my brother Fran is dressed as a 
policeman and is shooting the bad 
guys which doesn’t make any sense at 
all because he’s the one in prison 
now and has been in trouble since he 
was eight when he stole someone’s 
duck eggs they brought to school for 
show and tell and threw them at the 
girls playing jumprope at lunchtime. 
I used to laugh at all the stories my 
mom uses to tell me about things he 
did and how thankful she was that I 
was Six years younger so he didn’t 
influence me and I thought it was’ 
funny how he used to steal fruit and 
throw it at cars, until my mom told 


Over Tuscon 


wild flowers follow the road 


angster Dreams 


me that all his early pranks he did 
are the links of the chains that now 
lock him up and I should learn from 
his bad example. 

So Fran sees me across the 
room and comes running up to me 
but I don’t try to get away or 
anything because I trust him in my 
dream and he asks me what I’m doing 
mixed up with all these gangster 
bums. I tell him I’m not but he says 
that he has to take me in anyway 
but he'll put in a good word for me 
so I don’t worry or anything. He 
takes me in a separate car so I don’t 
have to ride in a paddy wagon with 
all of the gangsters who gave up, and 
the car is just like the one grandpa 
used to pick us up in and drive us to 
his house in the country because we 
didn’t have a car. 

We drove on all the roads that 
grandpa used to take and passed the 
lake on the south side where most of 
the birds go to mate in the spring, 
and then we pull up right in front of 
grandpa’s white washed house with 
smoke puffing out of the chimney. 
We get out of his car and I see that 
he finally mended his porch steps 
that I cut my foot on once and we 
walk through the front door and see 
grandpa sitting in his chair near the 
fireplace with a full blaze going, and 
he tells us to come on in and have a 


there. Indian ruins talking with the wind as sun sets 


over Tuscon. The milemarker 


is road sided between crazy ant hills, 


cacti living forever. 


They tell me about these old stones balancing on top of each other, 


whistling out of the cracks 
packed like monuments 
of oyster shells. 


At last I arrive 

west of everything, 
thinking how many times 
Indians had asked 

the flowers for direction. 
(William Powley) 


_.___In sun, sagebrush, scrub oak, and mosquitoes. 


Before Nine 


It’s only ten of nine, but already I can tell 

it willbe a hot one. Hot enough that I'll turn 

the swamp cooler up to high and sit in my boxers 
drinking lemon water and reading who-dun-its. 

I stand by my window picking leaves from my begonia. 
My Venus’s-fly trap is smiling--six mouths yawning 
from green stems, the seventh with its teeth 

‘closed around a fly’s thin wing. Someone is typing, 
maybe the girl in one-fifty-six, who wears her hair 


in braided smiles. 


Of course, all this is fantasy, 


but it feels right the same way that the plinkity-plink 
of oiled keys on a wrong day feels right. 

And for the first time in weeks I see that anything 

is possible. I could join her for breakfast. 

She would answer the door in her father’s bathrobe 
and I would say, I’ve come to make you an omelette. 

I would cook and she would type and we would Sit, 
and it wouldn’t matter if her hair was flat. 

She would curl her legs under her, nibble at her toast. 
For now I watch. The typing has stopped, and already 


it is three degrees hotter. 


In the courtyard 


a boy with tangled hair has started to sing. 


Lance Larsen 


Student 


seat. And then we’re both sitting on 
the floor in front of grandpa and the 
fire, and my pinstripe suit is gone 
and Fran isn’t a cop anymore and 
grandpa is telling us that we’re both 
good boys and he wishes that we 
would come out and stay with him 
for the summer. The fire is so. warm 
and grandpa seems so alive and I 
wish Fran and I could stay there 
forever and I’d never have to go 
back to our apartment or to the mills 
packing chicken feed. 

Grandpa just sits there and 
rocks without saying anything and I 
lay back on the rug with Fran and 
think about driving around in 
Grandpa’s old truck and taking it 
down to the lake to go fishing. 
That’s where I wake up every time I 
dream that dream and grandpa’s gone 
and Fran’s still in jail and the TV 
flashes on the wall of my room and I 
know dad’s asleep on the couch again 
and mom’s probably dead asleep in 
bed. I lay back on the bed and after 
a minute close my eyes and grandpa 
leans forward in his chair and says in 
a low slow voice, come for the 
summer Eddy. 


Mike secretly works for the 


Universe. 


READER'S 
RAINBOW 


WE SPECIALIZE IN 
QUALITY 
LITERATURE FOR 
THE ENTIRE FAMILY. 


e Westerns e Science Fiction 
e Romance e General Fiction 
¢ Biographies e Nonfiction 

e Classics e Children’s Books 


@ FOR FATHER’S DAY 
— THE PERFECT 
GIFT THAT LASTS 


@ LDS BOOKS NOW 
ON SALE 


@ GENERAL BOOKS 
AT COMPETITIVE 
PRICES 


Come in and check 
us out! 


2255 North University Parkway Suite 7 
(between Chi Chi’s and Albertsons) 
Phone: (801) 377-0025 
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football team more than anything on 
God’s Green Earth. So in the final — 
minutes of the third quarter I prayed _ 
to Mother Rose. You started playing — 
like I've never seen you play before." _ 
He went on to tell about Mother — 


Fiction 


Mother Rose 


by Steve Olpin 


Im not Catholic, and I don’t 
really like football. But my senior 
year of high school was spent in a 
Catholic school, and I was on the 
football team. It was the day of the 
big game. We were the = Saint 
Boniface Mariners, the first football 
team from our school to win the El 
Camino League Championship in 
twenty years. This was the first 
play-off game, the first step that 
would take our team to. the All 
Conference Championship Title. We 
had a chance to do what our school 
had never done before. Our parents, 
our friends, our school, and Mother 
Rose were all behind us. We could 
do it. Some of us football players 
could taste victory, but I regurgitated 
at the thought of just one more 
touchdown. 

I was tired of football. I was 
tired of the hours and hours spent on 
the field running, hitting, and 
repeating the same old drills over and 
Over, sometimes till the sun went 
down. We often practiced in the 
dark because the field lights would 
not come on. Yes, I was not only 
tired of the game, but I was deathly 
sick of the coach. Coach James ate, 


that caused my body to tremble 
transferred into fatigue that I could 
feel within my helmet on each beat 
of my heart. As I looked down on 
the now dry blood on my dirty finger 
nails I thought, "Larry is my friend." 
At this point I decided that I was 
really sick of this football team crap. 
I couldn’t quit, but I knew that if we 
lost that first play-off game, the 
season would be over. 

School let out early the day of 
that first play-off game, so the 
cheerleaders could have a pep rally 
for their team. It was held in the 
gym. We sat as a team with blank 
expressions on our faces as_ the 
cheerleaders lead the school in one 
of the most enthusiastic pep rallies 
of the year. The crowd chanted, "Go 
St. Bo’s, Go St. Bo’s!" over and over. 
The crowd all on their feet got 
louder and louder, and began to make 
the building vibrate. Still we sat 
motionless. The school quieted down 
long enough for a few short speeches 
about going all the way to the 
conference championships. As soon 
as the last speaker lowered his voice 
to end his speech the crowd again 
raised their voices to shake the walls 
of the gold and green gym. 

As a team we still sat without 
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‘building. 


our school. 
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the game. 
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Rose. He told us what a good lady 
she was, that she had only been dead 
A ‘ for 150 years, and was almost a 
Ay saint. He gave us all a Mother Rose 
Soe pin complete with a chunk of her 
‘ : habit stuck on the back to wear on ~ 
our uniforms during games. He also 
informed us that we were to add 
Mother Rose to the list of people we 

were to pray to before each game. 

As the pep rally ended we left 
without a word. The crowd got 
louder as we stood up and left the 
The rest of the day was 
spent in mental preparation. 
the coach paced the floor in a team 
meeting as he talked of how we were 
men, warriors, and a championship 
football team defending the right of 
Next we had a team 
Mass in the little chapel next to the 
gym. After Mass we ate as a team. 
The last hour or two before the game 
was spent in total silence in the 
locker room taping and dressing 


The culmination of our marathon 
preparation period was a noisy ritual 
we performed on the bus before we 
arrived at the field. Carlos stood up 
at the signal of the coach and led us 
in a prayer that we would chant in a 
monotone. voice ten times. 


each prayer he would go through the 
list of people we would ask to pray ; 
for us. 
He said, "Holy Mary." 
We replied, "Pray for us,” in‘a 
reverent but forceful voice. — a ‘ 
Then, "Our Lady of Victory.” 
Pray £0: US. "550 thats te hae lene 
Finally, "Mother Rose." 


drank, and slept football. He had 
lost his wife because of football. I 
remember him saying, "I’d sell my 
soul to the devil for a championship 
football team.” 

I remembered just days before, 
Coach said, "Olpin, I’ve got some- 
thing special for you.” I thought to 
myself that this could be my big 
break. He stuck his fingers in my 


\ 

EA) & 
RAN 
emotion. We were supposed to have %: WN RAY 
our minds on the game. But as I sat XY \ BX: 
in the gym listening to the roar of NDR AW) 
the crowd I couldn’t help but think y 
of how the coach had drained all the 
fun out of being on a high school 
football team. Who knows what 
would have happened if we had 
joined in the celebration with our 
school. It’s just something we didn’t 


face mask and pulled my helmet 
within inches of his face and said, 
"Larry needs to work on getting off 
the line, and he needs something to 
hit. I was wondering if you would 
volunteer?” He paused, and answered 
his question for me, "I knew you 
would.” He pulled me by my mask to 
the line. and in a childish voice 
replied, "Do you think you can 
handle that?” I said nothing as my 
body filled with anger. That’s all I 
was on this team, a stinking punching 
bag. 

As I lined up in’ my stance in 
front of Larry, I began to feel real 
hatred towards everything this team 
stood for. "GO," yelled the coach in 
a loud, piercing voice. I powered off 
the line, lunging at Larry with every 


think about--fear of the coach kept 
us from doing a lot of things most 
high school teams do. There were no 
raised fingers saying that we were 
number one, no dancing after 
touchdowns, no nothing. We were to 
act like men--every thought was to 
be on the game we would soon play. 


With the sound of the crowd 
ringing in my ear, I recalled how we 
had lost every pre-season game, and 
turned it around to: win the league. 
I remembered that first league game. 


"Larry needs to work on 


getting off the line, and 


Santa Barbara 


Larry sat in the park and picked 
sauerkraut out of his beard. 
He tried to sleep in the foggy sun, 
but when a woman pushed a stroller by, 
he flung some of the cabbage against 
the baby’s head to see if it had smarts 
to take it off again. 

A mime came by on roller skates 


and scolded Larry with a big red mouth and crossed fingers. 
Larry shrugged and rolled on his gut 
so he wouldn’t have to see him play an invisible flute. 
When he woke, the clouds were dark ¥ 
and a hundred pigeons milled around his head. 
He pulled a chicken leg from his boot 


bit of energy I could possibly dig up. 
Crash! We hit like two horned rams 
during a mating ritual on a mountain 
top. I drove my helmet in to his 
face mask, driving him upward. My 


he needs something to 
hit. I was wondering 
if you would 


. ih en 
- t aR oe Mees s apenas volunteer? and threw the meat out on the grass, 
1 1 : 
face, : 22 but th : 
chin-strap and portions of his cheek Peete hes 


: : He ate it hi ; 
and lips’ wit thé: orip “of ees it himself, and then he stuck the bone 


gorilla. I gouged his face with my 
dirt-filled finger nails while I 
pounded my right fist in to the 
unpadded part of his ribs, driving his 
body up and off the ground. He 
sailed through the air, and came 
down with a dull thud. Picking Larry 
up by the numbers of. his . jersey, the 
coach screamed, "That’s Bull! 
You're going to let Olpin knock you 
on your butt? That’s bullcrap!" 

For the next fifteen minutes we 
continued this drill. Down on the 
line, then that Piercing "GO." Then 
crash, over and over till the anger 


We were behind, as usual. Then 
something happened. We started 
catching balls, breaking tackles and 
scoring touchdowns. We ended up 
tieing that game 20-20. 

The next day after that first 
league game while preparing for 
practice we had a_ special visitor. 


That is if you could call a man that 
was 300 pounds, a chain smoker, and 
appeared to hate children special. It 
was Father Bradly, our principal. He 
wanted to talk to us. He said, "Last 
night in the game we’ were behind, 
and I wanted to have a championship 
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in the spokes of a bike and looked for 

a water fountain to wash his hands. 
Some skinny kids started to fight, 

ripping shirts and spitting blood. 

Larry watched and wondered if he still 

had it in him and wonderedif he would 

ever find somebody to love. 


Dave Veloz 
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reamed "PRAY FOR 
- she had to have heard ~ 


utes after we got off the bus. 
pose it was that faith in Mother 
that brought us the league 
ionship. 
t finally hit me hard. This was 
> big game. There was no way I 
going to let us win. No way, 
ver Mother Rose’s dead body. I 
| feel the thrill of defeat--we 
| lose this game. As the contest 
in, we came out strong. We 
hed down the field, getting first 
wns, carrying the ball with what 
st have looked like poetry to the 
ches and fans, but put me in a 
d, nervous sweat. TOUCHDOWN!!! 


° 


He gave us all a Mother 
Rose pin complete 

ith a chunk of her © 
abit stuck on the back 
to wear On our 
‘uniforms during games. 


I began to panic. We might win. I 
had to do something to stop us. My 
mind raced, thinking of ways that I 
ould insure our defeat. I could drop 
ball, or throw an interception, 
that would be too obvious; 
be sides, you have to be in the game 
4 to do that. I could cheer for the 
er team, but that wouldn’t do any 
and if Coach James or Father 
found out I'd probably be 
ed out aid school. I had to think 


why are you 

- so much like a burning tree 
unable to stop 

the heat 

that rises to your head 
> crowning you until 

, there is nothing left but 
charcoaled stubble, 
leaving me useless-- 


se it would ring in my ears | 


Then it hit me like a message 
from heaven: if a fat man could do 
it in the stands, I could do it from 
the side lines. So I said to my self, 
"What the hell, it’s my only chance.” 

So I closed my eyes and thought 
of how I was to address this dead 
woman that seemed to have control 
of the outcome of our games. 
"Mother Rose, Mother Rose...Mother 
Rose." I thought I would have 
success if I said it 10 times like we 
did on the bus. I continued to plead 
with Mother Rose, telling her I would 
be good if she just let us lose this 
game. 


Near the end of the game, our 
team began to break down and the 
other team started getting ~ it 
together. In the fourth quarter we 


-were still ahead, but I felt the 


presence of Mother Rose, and I knew 
we could lose this game. Then, out 
of nowhere, we intercepted the ball. 
“You Bitch." I whispered to myself in 
total frustration. "I’ll never trust a 
dead woman again." Then the very 
next play, as if Mother Rose was 
saying. she was sorry, the ball was 


_fumbled and recovered by the other 


team. I apologized and tried to 


restore my faith in her. 


Wunderkind 


We can change channels without getting up 


it’s amazing. Sitting outside our white 
dollhouses we cry 


and cry, our nice bought 


future. Our father 


crossed the ocean, fought 
the war, walked the moon, 
dug our aes Why bother 


to get up, it’s amazing. 


Colin Austin 


Manners 


In far places 
Men eat each other 
Grasping sinewy strips 
As grease bathes 
Fingers and faces 
And the tallk 

“ys Slips to the weather 


Here we eat 


with dirty handsand ash on my face. 


Stephen Jackson 


; Nepean Summer 
ie Water licks toes sponging into silt. 
I edge over river rocks 
through shallows, 
and drop. 


The river is green and cool. 


I am a mermaiden; Jason, the River King. 


I flirt my tail, primp on a rock, 
hair running, eyelashes wet. 


3 Jason skips stones. 

after,we skim over river trails, 
chew licorice grass, 

bounce voices off children’s castles, 
Be: idle home, sand brown. 


Melissa Knudsen 


Cow, pigs, and chickens 
And are more civilized-- 
Having napkins 

For the mess 


Greg J. Matis 


do i it eat 


do i it eat 
if will it me make sick 


generous poverty is with 
out hesitance in offering 
the best like little 
brother happily sharing 
old gum found under the 
desk but there’s a place 
set for me and i 

must partake with grace 


do i it eat 
if will it me make sick 


c.k. AUSTIN 


Then with just seconds to go in 


‘the game, they scored. The assistant 


coach said, "Olpin, go in for Dave." 
They always put the losers in when 
the game is out of reach. 

Coach James overheard that I 
was going in. He threw down his clip 
board ran down the side lines and 
screamed, "It’s not over yet. We can 
still win this football game!" So I 
didn’t play those last seconds after 
all. We lost. It was over. 

The bus ride back to the school 
was deadly silent. There was nothing 
to be said. We were losers. When 
we got to the school, we left the bus 
without a word. In a single file line 


we walked to the garden where the 
statue. of Mary was. Monsignor 
Dussel, the pastor of St. Boniface, 
led us in prayer. Since I wasn’t 
Catholic I didn’t understand ‘the 
prayers and usually used this time to 
inspect the inside of my helmet, but 
this time I had something to say. I 
closed my eyes, rolled my head back, 
and with a grin from ear to ear said, 
"Hey, Mother Rose, don’t tell Our 
Lady of Victory this, but thanks." 


i 
Steve, a first time contributor, 
waterslides. 


INDUSTRY 


When I was little, and lived in the city, 
I used to dream of the country-- 
and I could talk to the animals. 
I searched the slick water behind our house 


for salamanders, 


and come home instead with industrial pitch 
that my mom never could get off my pants. 


Now I have come to the country, 
where people hack out houses 
high on slag-heaps of mountains-- 
where slats warp and splinter 
between cattle and rust. 
In the Spring the smell of thawed corruption 
blasts across the lake, 
and in the Fall the animals turn to venison. 


So I am going back to the city, 
where housewives divert roads 


to save old oaks. 
When the Spring smells like water, 


the cops pull drowning deer from the river 


and children rescue box turtles from the road. 
We cry for the creature 
run down by an accidental auto, 


and we never look down with shame 
into the eyes of the land. 


icicles 


= they hang over me, icy spears. 
below, indian burial grounds keep 
old arrowheads and turquoise curse. 
i dig deep into Mother Earth. 


my soot fingers sift relics of 

the past: broken bones sticks above 

the blood-stained ground, and empty cries 
of warriors still howl at night. 


they hang over me: icicles. 

and they’re everywhere. down my spine 
and inside myskull, dripping slow 

as morning breaks the icy flow. 


Tim Lui 


Fiction & Comic Books 
WE TRADE & SELL PAPERBACKS 


TSR 
Large Selection of: 


@ Comics - New & Back Issue 
@ Fiction e Mystery 

@ Science Fiction - Fontasy 

© Blography @ Literature 

@ Romance @ Westem 

@ T-Shirts @ Dice 

e@TSR 


“If we don't have It 
we'll order It!” 


NOOK 
Sern, wes 


Soturdoy 
40 106 


IR 
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ee Columbia Lane 


In Provo 
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arts & entertainment. 
Money or Magic: What's in a Painting? — 


by Mike Denison 


Two years ago, while attending 
the University of Utah, I enrolled in 
an art history course to fulfill a 
liberal education requirement. I knew 
practically nothing. about _ styles, 
movements and techniques in art, but 
as I sat in the dark auditorium and 
watched slide after slide of Greek, 
Roman and European contrubutions to 
the world collection I was secretly 
exhilarated. I suppose a person more 
knowledgeable in art would scoff at 
me for liking almost everything I see, 
so I usually keep my feelings about 
art to myself. And while my taste 
may bebrought to trial, my interest 
never will. I still enjoy wandering 
through agalleries and expositions, 
trying to guess what someone will 
achieve next, from collages with 
thitewashed bananas and missionary 
shirts to vivid watercolors of stuffed 
alligators and zebra skins. 

Several weeks ago I read in the 
newspaper that a Van Gogh painting 
sold for nearly forty million dollars 
at an art auction. I can’t recall all of 
the details, but I do remember thjat 


the’ painting was entitled 
"Sunflowers," and that the anonymous 
buyer was probably a Japanese 
businessman. 


A little background information 
told me that Van Gogh had sold the 
painting when he was in financial 
trouble for the 1986 equivalent of 
twenty-four dollars. 

As I studied the small black and 
white reproduction of the painting 
that accomanied the article, I filled 
in the colors as I remembered them 
from the color plates that were in 
the middle of my textbook. The 
yellow and oranges fused together in 
my mind as thick swirls of frosting- 
like strokes. I was reminded of Van 
Gogh’s other work: carriages crossing 
wooden bridges, starry nights, rough 
portraits. His paintings always touch 
me as being simple and raw, and 
more than anything vibrant and alive, 
full of energy and color. 

After a few seconds of thinking 
in this manner, my mind quickly 
switched over to the other matter at 
hand--figuring out why anyone would 
pay such a large sum of money for 
such a simple painting. A paperback 
copy of Plato’s works or 
Shakespeare’s plays can easily be 
obtained for less than five or ten 
dollars. 

I suppose it ‘is the one-of-a-kind 
nature of paintings and which tends 
to drive the cost of fine work up. 
And likewise, it is probably the 
desire to own something that no one 
else can which in turn drives the 
buyer to sign over such a large 
amount of money. 

On the other hand, I like to 
think that the purchase was somehow 
a mistake for the Japanese 
businessman. Behind a desk covered 
with ringing telepnones, he speaks 
rapidly and unintelligibly, obviously 
engaged in buying, selling and 
trading. He has put in his final bid 
on what he thinks is a small fleet of 
fishing boats, only to find out later 
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that he has bought a two-dimensional 
pot of flowers. I only wish the 
situation were that easy to explain 
away. 

To me, high price art buyers 
fall into two loose categories. They 
are both intensely interested in the 
art world, and follow different pieces 
on sale and exhibition around the 
world. 

The first type is more inclined 
to follow the going prices, and then 
buy when the time seems right, 
making the whole process very much 
like a business deal, an investment. 
In this case, the painting itself loses 
value as art. It is no longer a vehicle 
for the viewer to be moved by, and 
therfore loses its true appeal. It 
simply becomes a commodity to trade 
with, like so many barrels of oil or 
tons of wheat. 


Like anyone else, art buyers 


CRANDALL 


AUDIO 


1195 E. 800 N., Orem 
(Across the street from 
Osmond Studios) 
“Our low overhead 


means Savings to you!” 
HOURS: M-F 10-7 SAT. 10-6 
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have the right to spend money in any 
way they choose. But if I had to 
make a choice between two kinds of 
buyers, I suppose I would fall in with 
my second type: the buyer who loves 
beauty, loves to see achievement in 
the world of creation and would do 
anything to promote and own pieces 
for both his own enjoyment and that 
of the world in general. I idealize 
this person by having him donate 
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everything he buys to museums so all 


will have access to the various 
works. He is a true philanthropist, 
loving the process of helping his 
fellow man more than the credit 
which will no doubt come his way. 
But above everything else would 
come his love for the painting itself. 
He would, of course, be deeply moved 
by it, and would want to own it so 
he could see it daily. And, when 
asked how he could spend such a 


CASSETTES 
$6.99 


Beatles 

Thompson Twins 

Genisis. U2 

Alan Parson's 

Fresh Aire - $12.99 

Prince (2 CD Set) - $19.99 
Telarc - $13.99 

Many, Many More 


SL 


grand amount of money on a paint-_ ae 
ing, would echo the words of King 
Lear by saying, "O reason not the ~ 


need!" If the want is present, the 
need is more than justified. ; 

My own mother could never 
quite understand this process as it 
worked in me. I grew up playing 
soccer, 
with my friends at the field behind 


the school nearby. I was obsessed — 


with the sport, and willingly gave 
every cent I earned on the newest, 


most expensive pair of shoes in the 


window of our coach’s equipment 
store. 

We would go there a couple of 
times a week, and as everyone stood 
around talking about next Saturday’s 
game, I would pick up the best 
display shoes and give them each a 
thorough examination, one at a time. 
I slipped my hand in under the 
padded tongue, feeling the complete 
leather lining run smooth underneath 
my fingers. 

Then I would remove my hand 


and flex the shoe, feeling how it — 


would run and move with my feet in 
it, how th edirrerent cleat arrange- 
ments would grip the long grasss of 
the playing field, and how they would 
look going full speed with no one 
defending me. The new black- chrome 
leather was always soft, yet. thick 
and firm for solid support. Each pair 
was beautiful. 

I think the reason that I played. 
so hard every day was half love for 


the game and half love for the shoes. — 


My mother still laughs about all of 
those silly purchases, but though 
them I grew to know the heart of my 
ideal buyer. He is never burdened by 
the thought of whether or not he 
should buy it, but only by how soon 
he can start bidding, how soon he 
can have it to enjoy always. 

I pretend I’m him every 
semester as I browse though the 


tables in the Garden Court filled with. 


printed color copies of the greatest 
works of art in the world, and all 
are luckily within my own budget- 


each piece, nodding over this one, 
letting that one go, knowing that 
this time I'll go home with my own 
pot of flowers. 


Mike likes to paint by numbers. 
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bounds. Yet still I secretly bid on 


y Gallup--guitar; Nate Bowe-- 
Tim Clark--bass; — Rick 


sit, down in Phil and Craig’s 
ent, watching MTV. Whitney 


partial to black women. 


Provo doesn’t lack any creativity, 
ust needs an outlet. No one has 
rheré to let it go. 


eash their creativity. . 

Hell, we’re scared too. The other 
t we were scared to get out in 
t of twenty of our friends. Yet, 
oO Berkeley and there’s a guy out 
the streets, alone with a guitar 
a hat in front of him. 

I'd rather be in Berkeley playing 
ith a hat than here. : 
_ Yeah, I’d feel self-conscious here. 
Provo you’re expected to perform 
in the right way. I’m mean Mark 
Dworack played his saxophone on 
mpus one day, and the next day he 
e the front page of the Daily 
rse--"Mark playing those Spring 
brings out the bees." I mean 
made a lot of news. Do you 
‘that would have made news any 

. ; 
'-you do that here, people 


like to rent a U-haul, travel 
and play in little two dollar 
_ Drive to wherever--Cypress, 


entral Utah’s Most Complete Guitar Center” 


People shouldn’t be afraid to — 


"a ivera Freeway 


Texas--and play in Skibbies Bar. 
Maybe play for dinner or something. 
C. Or for a tank of gas. 


_P: It’s never going to come about 


that someone starts a little club here 
where bands can play. The only way 
it’s going to happen is if people make 
a place like that. Why can’t we 
make that little court outside the 
bookstore like that--where people can 
just play, and see what’s going on in 
Provo. Hear. Read some literature. 
C: We love Provo. 

P: We love Bee’s Hardware. 

C: I’m from Hermosa Beach. and I like 
driving down to Springville. 


Joe’s Spic and Span Cafe. 
C: My favorite place to eat. 


J: Why? i : 

C: Cuz, it’s Provo. It’s nice. Nice 
people. 

P: Locals. Small-town Utah guys. 


They love the Celtics ‘cuz they’re 
white. 

C: You don’t have to wear a horse 
on your shirt to go up there. 

P: It’s damn America. 


First Concerts 

P: Elton John. I was thirteen. 

J: What did it mean to see someone 
play live? 

P: That somebody had the power to 
show something about himself to 
everyone. It was like going to a 
movie. 


ace Mine was the Beach Boys, 


Anaheim Stadium. 
P: The Beach Boys are great. 
C: They were home boys. 


Fender Guitars 

C: My favorite. 

P: I like ‘em too. 

C: Buy American. That’s the Joe’s 
Spic n’ Span attitude we’ve inherited. 


Yamaha 


should I try to sing about London. 


ae ; Peavey 
a a : Fender 
if (ne ULC, Instant Credit [ig een 
Nothing Down Korg 
565 th 100 West Roland 
06 SOU es 
; Provo Lessons: Guitar Pearl 
Banjo, Bass, Drums [Sake <z 
Keyboards 


& 


Electronic Keyboards 


usion Jazz! 


THIS WEEKEND 


from Salt Lake: 


N BREAKING 
GNP GROUND 


7s Friday & Saturday 
1:00 am- 3:00 am 


35 N. University 
at 


_ from Provo 


Provo Town Square 


377-Cafe 


Musical Influences 

P: I wish we could just be influenced 
by our English or engineering 
teachers. 

C: Joe’s Spic n’ Span 

J: Is Joe’s a big influence on your 
music? 

P: We eat there three times a week. 
C: It’s a big influence on our life. 


America 

C: I’m partial to American music. 

P: All the people from here can’t 
wait to get the latest Cure album. 
We’re from here. The roots are here. 
C: American music’s where it’s at. 
I hope people start to realize it. 
(Genesis video comes on. P: I’ve 
turned on MTV twice, and seen this 
band twice.) 

P: The music we play should be 
about things we like. Our lyrics are 
all about things we’ve seen. Things 
that have happened here. Why 


Not that England’s bad or anything, 
but 'we’re from here. Craig’s from 
California, I’m from Texas. 

C: Pico Rivera’s from Provo, Utah. 
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@ New Microwaves 
@ Large Storage Units 
@ Free Satellite T.V. 


/ 


King Henry Pays All 
Utilities For A Full 
Apartment 
(partially filled apts. pay 

$3-4 per/person for 
electricity) 


Top 20 


Your Backyard! 


@ Acres of Green Lawn @ Heated Pool 


"Sgt. Pepper" on CD 

“The Joshua Tree"--U2 

Food 4 Less 

Exotic women 

Croquet 

"Les Miserables" 

Tommy’s Burger 

Closet Classics Capsule 

British humor 

0. Razor disposal slots on 
airplanes 

11. Cinema in Your Face 

12. Tea parties 

13. Aging gracefully 

14. “The Days and Nights of Molly 

Dodd" 

15. The Disney Channel 

16. Yard sales 

17. Julie Turley 

18. “All My Children" 

19. Joe Biden for President 

20. “Nice Girls Don’t Explode" (the 

movie title) 


PSN COR 3 ONIN ei 


Bottom 10 


"Ishtar", supermarket tabloids, food 
nightmares, the cancellation of "Our 
World", Jovi trendies, EFY kiddies, 
using Latin phrases to impress your 
friends, whining, Wymount Terrace, 
the slow service at McDonald’s-9th 
East (let us know when it improves). 


@ Year-Round Jacuzzi 
@ Clubhouse 
@ Laundry Facilities 


@ Basketball, Volleyball And 
Barbecue Areas 


Call Us 
373-9723 
or Visit 
450 North 1130 East 


“It’s A Lifestyle!’’ 
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Theatre Review: Lilacs in the Rain 


by Melissa Ownby Kelly 


Thirty years ago, Nathan and 
Ruth Hale wrote a hilarious play that 
touches on the importance of genuine 
and sincere above all. Lilacs in the 
Rain is an excellent play, unfortu- 
nately in its last week at the Hale 
Center Theatre in Salt Lake. 

Co-directed by Ruth Hale and 
Mark Dietlein, this play reminds us 
how foolish we are to let what 
others may think of us be of more 
concern than how we treat the ones 
we love. Yet, the message is so 
interwoven in this hilarious three 
days of Lambert family life, you may 
not realize it’s there. 

The setting is perfect--1956 
suburbia. It’s a time when everyone 
knew what a Community Chest was, 
everyone read Homes Beautiful (or 
was it Beautiful Homes?) magazine 
and tried to decorate their own 
homes to match. 

The Lamberts’ livingroom 
boasted lavender carpet with bright 


THE FAR SIDE 


Dizzy Gillespie’s seventh birthday party 


by William James Kelly 


Beverly Hills Cop II, the sequel 
to Eddie Murphy’s previous romp 
through the upper crust section of 
Los Angeles, has its funny moments. 
I must admit that I laughed, some- 
times hard, at Murphy’s slick humor. 
Unfortunately, that feeling didn’t last 
very long after I got home from the 
theater. 

Cop I! is only a slight variation 
from the original Beverly Hills Cop. 
It’s sometimes surprising how many 
of the original laugh getters and 
themes the writers of Cop II returned 
to. In this sense, the movie is very 
weak, and left me wondering if the 
sequel were nothing more than a rip- 
off of the first in order to make a 
quick buck. 

And make money it has. Since 
its release two weeks ago, Cop // has 
cleared $67 million and _ busted 
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purple throw pillows on white sofas 
arranged in front of the fireplace. 
The Lambert women wore circle- 
skirted dresses with wide belts over 
horsehair slips and nylons with seams 
up the back. The girls. wore poodle 
skirts, oxford shoes and rolled up 
jeans with shirt-tails out. 

The story revolves around Lavell 
Lambert (Susan Carlile), who has 
fallen for a sweet talker at college 
and must now break the news to her 
fiancé. Meanwhile, the whole town is 
buzzing about her engagement to 
Charles Atterbury (Mark Dietlein) 
because he has built her a remarkable 
glass house to live in. 

As Lavell frets over how she 
can break off her engagement 
tactfully, other Lambert lives are in 
turmoil. Sixteen year old Laurie 
(Jennifer Lundgren) feels her younger 
sister Letty (Leea Swenson) is the 
most mortifying creature on earth. 
Letty insists on doing the most 
outrageous things dressed in Laurie’s 
clothes. The girls look so similar, 
everyone thinks it’s Laurie. 

_ The next day, when Laurie is 
planning to go with another boy to 
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The movie 


downright ridiculous. It seems that 
every time Axel Foley (Murphy’s 
character in the film) is about ready 
to catch the heat from his boss in 
Detroit, one of his friends in Beverly 
Hills gets shot. Foley manages to 
sneak away for a few days, knowing 
somehow that he will crack the case. 
Both times he visits Beverly Hills he 
has to talk himself into the finest 
living accommodations he can find in 
the first ten minutes of the film. 
Perhaps most coincidental of all is 
the wild chase scene with rather 
unlikely vehicles bashing cop cars 
into scrap iron. Last time it was a 
large deisel truck. This time it’s a 
cement mixer. Next time maybe it’ll 
be a Greyhound bus, or maybe an 


Amoeba conventions 


the prom in order to teach her 
boyfriend a lesson, Lavell reveals her 
double standard. Lavell thinks it’s a 
cruel thing to do to a sensitive 
young man, but can’t see the parallel 
to her own treatment of Charles. 

The play is double cast in many 
of the parts, but the ones I saw were 
excellent. Among my favorites were - 
Lundgren, who was incredibly full of 
energy and teenage emotion. I could 
always understand her lines and she 
was the most fun to watch. Carolyn 
Croft (Shauna Lambert), with her 
infectious metal smile portrayed the 
wide-openness and childish wit of a 
nine-year-old very well. 

Swenson had a rough start--I 
stuggled to understand her lines for 
the first several minutes after she 
appeared, but by the end she really 
took over. She was very convincing 
as a thirteen year old who wants to 
do grown-up things but is still too 
immature in judgement and coordina- 
tion. 

I also liked K. Barton Moody’s 
portrayal of Bill Smith, Laurie’s 
boyfriend. His layed-back attitude and 
steady patience with Laurie’s girlish 


army tank. I can’t wait. 

This sequel is not only a 
complete rip-off of Beverly Hills Cop, 
it’s an incredibly intensified rip-off. 
The violence far surpasses anything 
you saw in the criginal. And Cop IJ 
certainly has much more than its 
share of rather suggestive scenes in a 
Strip joint. Ah, but this place is 
high class. They charge you $6 for a 
shot of whiskey. As an added bonus 
we get to go inside L.A.’s own 
Playboy club. What a thrill. As 
Rolling Stone noted, most people will 
be shocked that Hugh Heffner 
lowered himself to make a cameo 
appearance in the movie. 

The movie did have its plusses 
however, and it would only be fair to 
mention them. The soundtrack of the 
sequel is just as up-beat as that for 
Beverly Hills Cop. (Of course the 
soundtrack also has its share of 
reprises from the first movie.) The 


ways gave him the desired cool-and- 
popular-high-school-letterman image. 
Dietlein was a perfect Charles. His 
facial expressions and mannerisms let 
you know just how he felt. He could 
see right through Lavell and was way 
ahead of her game. 

The rest of the cast did a good 
job too. Each was very believable and 
never sounded like they were just 
repeating lines. Carlile was probably 
the most reserved. Sometimes it did 
seem like she was just playing a part, 
though that made you more convinced 
that Lavell was a bit of a phony. — 

A few times the lights came up 
on the set a little late, but other 
than that I never noticed them. The 
pace was very good--there were no 
awkward pauses, and a few times I 
got so involyed with the play I — 
forgot I was a spectator. The theatre 
in the round always has a great 
tendency to involve the audience 
much more than a_ conventional 
theatre. 

If it’s not sold out already, 
don’t miss this play. It’s my favorite 
so far of Hale Center productions. 
Call 484-9257 for reservations. 


By ee LARSON 


so stay out of the kitten jar” 


Movie Review: Beverly Hills Cop I] — 


opening receipt records. 
has probably more than fulfilled the 
hopes of the producers, monetarily. 
But sometimes the similarities 
between Cop II and the original are 


Jets, the 80’s answer to Donny and 
Marie, even have one track in the 
movie. 

Eddie Murphy is the only reason 
Beverly Hills Cop made it and that 
goes double for this movie. Murphy 
plays his part perfectly and has 
enough control so the movie doesn’t 


take itself too seriously. However, I 
really hope Murphy can move beyond 
his bathroom/body-part humor if a 
Beverly Hills Cop III ever goes into 
production. 

If you’re willing to turn off the 
reasoning ability for a couple of 
hours and ignore the offensive jokes 
and scenes, Beverly Hills Cop II can 
be a fun movie. But for what it’s 
worth, next year, when I’m in the 
mood for something mindless, I’ll rent 
Beverly Hills Cop. 


é by Gary Burgess 


ire is a foreign skyline. The 
on sign reads in cursive, Club 
attan, and wooden: highrises 
above the words. with the 
erenity of New York above the 
udson River. A short flight of steps 
down to a mirrored room with a 
w ceiling where a perfumed hostess 
wa is to seat club members and their 
: ts. Through a doorway and past a 
bathing Greek beauty the dining room 
filled with the subdued tones of 
zzy conversations, to the tune of 
yme slow standard like "The 
Midnight Sun". 

The atmosphere can only be 
tibed as a transplanted Stork 
lub, where million dollar deals are 
acted over Alaskan king crab or 
shes of Chateau Briand. My date 


Manhattan skyline surrounding us, 
crimson Cubist carpeting, and the 
ng fuchsia bar dominating our 
; room like William Buckley 
‘a spelling bee. 
“The Playboys" were ~- playing 
ight, as they had been regular- 
for the past five years, and our 
ng room was emptying out to fill 
the maple dance floor. The co-owner 
Club Manhattan, Tom Hatsis, 
Hatsis, the son of a 
k igrant coal minér, was our 
jal host. His Mediterranean 
ty enlivened our evening with 
y es from the past fourty-three 
ars he mee been. a oo of the 


“Through ‘that door walked the 
ggest people on earth,” said Hatsis. 
is thinking of someone like Ed 
} fac ahon or Orson Welles or Mamma 
- but he had other people in 
"I used to lose a hundred 
ns a night," he said, remember- 
the days when Liberace would 
rrive in a limousine with his dozen 
ndants. Liberace would leave his 
ignature and a candelabra scrawled 
n the napkins the Club members 
iid give him to autograph. 
erace would stay until after 
closing, when he would then take off 


specialt 


: fust four blocks south of Temple - 


‘I could only look bright eyed at. 


Foreign Cars 
not a sideline 


his silk and sequined coats and his 
rings to play the piano, sometimes 
until six and seven in the morning. 

"I have a following here," said 
Hatsis. “We cater to a fine clien- 
tele," he added, pointing out doctors, 
lawyers and professors seated near 
us. His eyes fell upon a woman in 
her later years, seated behind us, 
who had just been asked to dance. 
"Her husband passed away a few 
years ago," he informed us. "She 
comes here regularly, for company. 
She usually has a couple drinks. She 
gets asked to dance a few times a 
night." 

The uptown atmosphere, the 
tunes of Tommy Dorsey and Benny 
Goodman, and the entrees _ prepared 


by waiters on pushcarts in front of 


each table have attracted notables 
down through the years. Rosemary 
Kluny, the Ink Spots, Bob Hope, 
Robert and John Kennedy, and others 
have graced the floors of the Club 
Manhattan at one time or another 
since the club opened in 1950. 

The floor show has featured 
greats like Nelly Letcher and Slam 
Stewart, the Tune Pryers, and Rose 
Murphy. Even Bella Lagosi had a 
four-week long floorshow at the club 
in which he rose from his coffin 
nightly. 

Hatsis grew up in southern Utah 
with his two brothers, Duke and 
Tony. Tom joined the marines and 
fought at Guadalcanal, Iwo Jima, 
Saipan and other islands of the South 
Pacific before returning home to the 
United States. His brothers Tony and 
Duke had meanwhile gotten started in 
the night club business, operating the 
Viva Club until selling and buying the 
Chi Chi Club in Salt Lake City. 

The Chi Chi Club was an all- 
bamboo affair and a favorite of 
servicemen from the local airbase. 
With the war’s end, the brothers lost 
a lot of their on-base clientele, so 
they replaced the bamboo with 
skyscrapers and bridges culled from 
the Manhattan skyline. The Club 
Manhattan has been a success ever 
since, and the atmosphere has largely 
been preserved since 1950. 

Our host was also very preserv- 


- OUFr 


Avoid the last minute rush to have your 
car serviced for that summer vacation! 
Call us now for an appointment. 


800 S. University 
374-8881 


Rsline of the Big Apple 


ed since his war years, and with 
obvious pride he led us around the 
dining room that seats 500, past the 
regular three-piece combo playing 
"Tequila". 

“We watched as a_ waiter 
prepared a Cherry Jubilee for a 
languorous couple in a booth, and 
listened to Tom’s asides to us. "He’s 
a little clumsy, some of these waiters 
are really flamboyant," he said with a 
wink. We smiled knowlingly and began 
to realize we were the youngest 
people there by almost a generation. 

I for one was grateful for Tom’s 
hospitality, as this was my first date 
in months, the result of an enterpris- 
ing ward service project. As we were 
leaving, we said goodbye to our 
obliging hosts. We were a couple of 
college kids stepping out way over 
our heads, so I had reason to be 
grateful. 

Duke Hatsis said something very 
telling before we left. "When Brigham 
Young came to this valley, he pointed 


’ to Temple Square and the Club 


Manhattan, and said, ‘this is the 
place.” Though I knew he _ was 
kidding, I wondered at the constancy 
of the institution, and how it could 
have survived in the desert like it 
has. 

Where is the source of its 
longevity? Is it the anachronistic 
charm? Is there a magic elixir or 
wallpaper that the Hatsis brothers 
discovered back in 1950? How could a 
success story like this be found in 
Utah, miles away. from the sophisti- 
cated savvy of the East? These seem 
‘to be questions saved for a Delphian 
oracle, or for two sons of a Greek 
emigrant. 


The Club Manhattan is a private 
club, with a _ yearly membership 
charge of $15.00. The Club also of fers 
a two-week, $5.00 membership. A 
member can invite guests as he 
wishes , who do not need to be 


-members, nor do they haveto pay an 


entrance fee. There is a minimum 
$3.50 dining room tab. Prices range 
up to $49.99. Ties and sportscoats are 
recommended. Bring a date. Take a 
social dance class. 
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What's Happening... : 
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On Ca pus The Alhambra, 20 South Main, Pleasent Grove Plan a picnic at Vivian Park in Provo . Rated ets epee . i 

m 785-0827 Canyon. Play football, frisbee, or | 

3 ; 3 Is ’ . r) eo 

Hoosiers is playing...all seats are one just feed the ducks. a payee: eae — eis 7:30pm a 

dollar and you get a free bag of popcorn e at Tem: eS Rave ean eo) 

with the purchase of any drink "! Spend the night at Aspen Grove Campground, rn De A - | 
A then climb as high as you can on Timp. B E ; ea 

- - sat the Varsity. Main St. Movie, Spanish Fork 798-9350 Os asl Cae oes Te ee o 

Dollar house, all movies all the time. A bucket of balls is only $1 at the municipal . 8:00pm Mon, Thu, Fri, Sat, June 19-Aug 8 ~ | 

Poltergeist 11 peo: tahe at golf course, located at 1100S 200 E. a : GSE te Meer ce j ‘sa 

Short Circuit 28pm Juncil2; Villa Theatre, 254 S. Main, Springville O) oo 
-7Ipm June 19-22 a ; 


Lady and the Tramp 
Sleeping Beauty 
Fletch 


-7pm June 23-25 
-/pm June 26-30 


at the International Cinema. 


Strange Interlude 
(English) 


-7:00pm June }! 
-8:30pm June 12 
-7:00pm June 13 


Kuhele Wampe 
(German) 


-9:00pm June !1 

-7:00pm June 12 

-9:00pm June 13 
-7:00pm June 18 
-9:10pm June 19 
-7:00pm June 20 


Les Miserables 
(English) 


Drifting Weeds 
(Japanese) 


-8:55pm June 18 
-7:00pm June 19 
-8:55pm June 20 


July 2-4 
Have a Good Trip (German) 
Twilight in Geneva (Mandarin) : 
Show times not available at press time 
call 378-3529 for further information 


Les Miserables at 
International Cinema 
June 18-20 


+ + .at the HFAC. 


Burdens of the Earth 
Pardoe Theatre 
June 9-13 7:30pm 


Utah Symphony 
DeJong Concert Hall 
June 23 7:30pm 


International Horn Symposium 
DeJong Concert Hall 
June 22-27 7:30pm 


Shenandoah 
DeJong Concert Hall 
July 3,4,7-11 7:30pm 


Woz-king Together: a Utah Portfolio. 
Oral History Institute (photo) 
B.F. Larsen Gallery, 378-288] 


Von Allen Sculptures 
Gallery 303, HFAC 
378-2881 


+ + upcoming events. 


Summer Tuition due June 10 
deposit your hard earned dollars 
into any tuition drop box on campus. 


Spring finals -- June 18 and 19. 
Study Hard ! 


First day of Summer Classes June 22 
You may drop and add without a fee for 
the first two days only. 


The Member of the Wedding 
starts July 23 and runs through 
August 8, Pardoe Theatre 7:30pm. 


The Freedom Festival and Fireworks 
display at BYU Stadium on the 4th of 
July. Bob Hope America’s favorite 
will be the special guest star. Call 
378-2981 for ticket information. 


In and Around Town 


-at the Movies. 


Bag the usual movie houses and popular 
films and go and see something different 
in different surroundings. The following 
theatres offer a change from the usual. 


Scera, 745 South State Street, Orem 225-2560 
Plays Disney and other classic films. 


com 


exiles 


489-3088 

Dollar House, all movies all the time 
«plus the added adventure of the drive 
to Springville. 


Towne Cinemas, 120 West Main, Am. Fork 
756-3181 
Also a dollar house, all movies all 
the time. 


Give them a call to see what’s playing, 
you can also call the usuals around 
town and catch a midnight flick to 
add spice to your life. 


+ + .at Night. 


Go with a group to Plastique, or for a 
different beat The Palace. 


See live entertainment or just play games 
at Backstage Cafe, no cover mon-wed. 


Play strange games at the Park behind the 
State Mental Hospital..scary. 


Have a BBQ in Rock Canyon (after dark) and 
listen to the strange noises, 


+s .events. 


The Utah Pageant of the Arts 
June 10 through June 18 in American Fork 
It’s great...go with a date...(it will 
please your Bishops wife) 


+ + «good but inexpensive places to eat. 
** great 
*** exceptional 
°%° tops, the best, can’t be beat ! 


’ ** The Bamboo Hut 


Located on Canyon Road between Sounds 
Easy and Hardees. 


*9°° La Dolce Vita 
Located next to the Provo City Library 
Try their Spinach Calzone (YUM "!) 


*** The Mouthtrap 
try their gyro sandwich 


** Stans 
On 900 East, in front of the Palace. 
Try their fries. 


*e* Chinatown 
Located on the old road to Springville 
The best the area has to offer in the 
way of Chinese food -- it’s good. 


MickyDees...boycott...go for the taste of 
some real food that belongs to this 
college town (plus their drive-up 
is too slow). 


ook for Backstage Cafe 


inner Theater starting 
uly 2 


- + -nice places to eat. 


*** The Osaka 
located at 46 W. Center in Provo. 


°9°9 Magleby’s 
Located at Village Green 
(don’t spare the expense, the 
owners are great !) 


*** The Tree Room ‘ 
Located at Sundance 
(they have a great new chef) 


- - -Outdoor and recreational activities. 


Take a walk through Rock Canyon and have 
a BBQ in the river bottom, or climb 
the peak. You can catch a great sunset 
from up there. 
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Start jogging or running...do something 
physical. 


Try the Summer Theatre at Sundance or 
have a picnic on their main lawn. 


Drive around Utah lake to see what’s on 
the other side. 


Have a great experience at Windsurf Beach 
at DeerCreek, it’s a blast ! 


In the City 


. .at the Movies. 


Blue Mouse, 260 East 100 South SLC 364-3471 


Working Girl 
Swimming to Cambodia 
Lord of the Dance: 
Destroyer of Illusion 
Mephisto 

One Woman or Two 
Stop Making Sense 
Rocky Horror Show 


3:15,7:00, & 8:45 June 10-16 
5:15,7:00, & 8:45 June 17-23 


$:15,7:00, & 8:45 June 24-28 
5:00,7:20, & 9:40 June 29-30 
§:15,7:00, & 8:45 July 1-14 

11:30 every Thursday Night 


Often there are some good international 
films playing for information call 


Cinema In Your Face, 45 West 300 South 


1-364-3647 
Heaven June 12-18 
The Moon in the Gutter June 19-25 


Getakick from 
A Chorus Line 
at the Triad Center 


o a. for food. 


Try Gepato’s for Pizza 
it’s located on 13th east 
It’s a "U" hangout 


Cafe Pierpont 
located in the pierpont building 
downtown great mexican food...excellent 
drinks 


Nino’s 
located at the top of The University 
Buildingon S. Temple. 
great Italian food 


The Spaghetti Factory 
try their spaghetti with clam sauce. 


Trolly Square opened several new 
restaraunts try one out (then let 
us know how it was). 


« « .events. 


Hansen’s Planetarium, SLC 538-2098 

-The Clio’s. T.V.’s awards winning 

advertisments shown with star program 
Galaxiies. Daily 4:30 & 7:00 

-Laser Vision I] weekends 8:45 & 10:00 

-Laser/Music Combo with "Laser Rock" 
on Fridays and Laser Zeppelin on 
Saturdays both at 11:15, 


1987 Utah Art Festival 
Triad Center, SLC June 24-28 
Go and have a good time, and try and 
learn something, 
call for infromation 1-322-5912. 


Utah Slavia 
Fifth Annual Slavic Festival 
June 19 & 20, Old Mili SLC 


Mexican Festival 
June 28 Noon - 6:00pm 
Snowbird Ski and Summer Resort 
FREE 


11:30 every Fri. & Sat. Night 
Utah Theatre, 148 South Main 1-328-2618 } 


Utah Shakespearean 
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A Chorus Line - Starlight Summer Theatre 
Triad Center June 11-20 8:30pm 
Tickets 8-10 dollars. 


Utah Symphony 
June 27 4:00 pm Snowbird Ski Resort 


Second Sunday Concerts 
June 14 6:00 - 8:00 pm 
State Arboretum, Red Butte Gardens 
Outdoors, $3 per adult 


Ninth Annual International Piano Comp. 
June 17-27 
Symphony Hall 
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Festival | 
July 16 - Sept. 3 


.- . .exhibits. 


Sante Fe Western Art 
June 12 - August 2. Main Gallery 
The Sante Fe Railway has acquired 
an outstanding collection of art 
depicting the Southwest part of the 
country, ; 

Jean Grille - 
Internationally known Swiss painter 
June 19 - August 2 Alliance Gallery 


Art of Architecture ; 
June 12 - August 2 ; “ +. 
Triangle Gallery 


Interesting 
things to do 1 


If you’re feeling risky, drive to Wendover 
and do as your conscience dictates. 


Visit the BYU 48th Ward, Church starts 
at 9:00am 250 HFAC. Sunday School at 
10:10 (our Ed. is the S.S. teacher). 


Party at James’ June 20th, begins around 
9:45pm 450 N 1060 E. #333, call 
373-2763 for more info. 


Visit your Bishop’s, his wife will always 
. has interesting ideas for you to do. 


Drive to Moab and sign up on a river 
rafting trip,it’s great fun -- go 
with a group. 


Start a food fight in the Cougareat or 
get with friends and picket out in 
front of the ROTC Building. 


sezouzes 


Future Events 


Be 


The Utah Shakespearean Festival 
Cedar City July 16 - September 3 


Swiss Days 
Logan...sometime this summer ? call 
Logan for more info. 


The Manti Temple Miracle Pageant 
Manti July 9 - 18. 


The Young Ambassadors will be performing 
at Promise Valley Playhouse ... a play 
on the Constitution..July and August. 


If you have information that you think 
would be good in the calendar send it to: 


Student Review Calendar 
P.O. Box 7092 

University Station 

Provo Utah 84602 


Or call Ron at 375-2623 


Special thanks for help given by . 
Julie Thorton & Connie Ricks -- Ron. 


‘smith was ‘involved in superstition 
re also. trying to tear down the 
90k of Mormon. A different 

spective comes from Dr. Ron 

ker’s article "The Persisting Idea 

American Treasure Hunting," 

U. Studies, Fall 1984). Dr. 

Walker, a very believing Church’ 

ember and BYU History professor, 

hows how Joseph Smith fit into his 
culture. The fact that he was 
volved in white magic doesn’t 
diminish the reality that the Lord 

* worked with him, transforming him 

om a seeker to a Seer. © 


Toward the end of the article, 
Midgley attacks BYU history pro- 
ssor Marvin Hill and non-Mormon 
in Shipps, professor of history and 
ector of the Center of American 
udies at Indiana University-Perdue 
niversity. Midgley paints both 
cholars as revisionists who are out 
belittle Joseph Smith. 
: Though Hill’s views on LDS 
history are not accepted by all, I 
- took a Mormon history class from 
> him and never heard him belittle the 
phet Joseph. He seldom puts his 
‘personal views in articles, but tries 
o stick to what he perceives to be 
facts. Hill brought together 
various factions concerning Joseph 
Smith’s First Vision together in an 
icle a few years ago: "The First 
‘Vision Controversy: A Critique and 
Reconciliation." (Dialogue, Summer - 
). In this he never denies the 
that Joseph did have a vision. 
tries. to bring ae versions 


x 


: goa Manmon historian _ Jan 
ipps admires the Prophet Joseph. | 
ce she was asked what event in all 
history she’d like to witness. Her 
serious respectful answer was the 
First Vision. She is not the only 
on-Mormon to take Joseph Smith 


Excellence from page 3 


a arching at graduation, bumping into 
my future mate at the CougarEat, and» 
soon. I pmpavennty rush from event 
‘event, disappointed when a 
articular frame seems too long in 
I’m so busy waiting for 
al life" to start, that I don’t 
lways enjoy today. Sometimes we 
forget that life is oo happens 
pons the way. 


A couple of final suggestions for 
sneaking up on excellence: 
First, aim high. When I was a 
‘little kid there was a sign on the 
kitchen wall that said: 
He who aims for mediocrity falls far 
short; but he who aims for excellence 
_ far surpasses mediocrity. 
S Somehow that’s stuck with me, 
and I’ve always aimed high. And 
d’ya know what? A lot of things 
that are supposed to be impossible 
J really aren’t. Of course, I’ve crashed 
and burned a few times. But you can 
iil aiming low--so why not try 
aring on eagles wings? 
z ‘Another hint: respect excel- 
mce anywhere you find it. As Paul 
aches in 1 Corinthians, "every man 
ath his own gift of God, one after 
manner and another after that" 
Cor. 7:7). There is room for 


Larry Foster, non- 
professor of 


seriously, Dr. 
Mormon _ associate 


- American history at Georgia Institute 


of Technology, also takes very 
seriously the Joseph Smith story. 
Both Shipps and Foster have defended 
the Church without being asked. 
(For example see Dr. Foster’s article 
"Career Apostates," Dialogue, Summer 
1984, where he takes two anti- 


Mormons Gerald & Sandra Tanner to’ 


task. sis! 


Having followed the various 
camps of Mormon history badgering 
and bickering back and forth at each 
other, I agree with Thomas 
Alexander, a BYU professor of 
history who commented that there 
has been and currently is a tremen- 
dous lack of communication on all 
sides. 
examination of various sides I suggest 


The scriptures are 
religious records, not 

a systematic account of 
people, country, and 
society. 


reading Dr. Alexander’s article in 
Dialogue (Fall 1986) as well as 
numerous articles in Sunstone, 


(March-April 1982). 


If Dr. Midgley and others are 
worried about the effect the New 


- Mormon history is having on those 


who consciously follow it I'd suggest 
the article “In Dialogue: Survey 
Response," Dialogue (Spring 1987). It 


‘would also be productive if this topic 


were further discussed in Student 
Review and other such publications 
by presenting alternative perspectives 
from those involved in the study of 
Mormon history. 


a newspaper, or IBM. Our challenge 
is to endure and excel wherever the 
Lord has called us to serve. 


Finally, a confession. I lied. 
There are no shortcuts to excellence. 
In the end, you have to pay the 
price; and nothing of any value is 
easy. Sure you should work smart--- 
but you’ll end up working hard as 
well. As we learn from our parables 
in Matthew, although the two men 
had different methods for finding the 
kingdom, in the end the price was 
the same--"all that they had." 

Even at that price, King 
Benjamin tells us, we are unprofitable 
servants, doomed to fall. Our only 
hope of salvation and exaltation is 
through the Grace of God and the 
Atonement of Christ. 

Last year I gave a whole speech 
about three words: "Grace Under 
Pressure." The phrase is a challenge 
to perform gracefully--excellently--in 
spite of the pressure; but it also 
reminds -us of the promise that 
whatever pressures overwhelm us, 
there is a Grace that will sustain us 
as we strive to accomplish the tasks 
set before us. In the end it is only 
the Savior who can show us "a more 
excellent way" (Ether 12; 1 
Corinthian 12). 


Student Review welcomes the 
submission of student sermons, 
Speeches, and talks. 
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For background and further ' 


- do as a Mormon what 


Literature from page 14 


Flannery 
O’Connor has done as a Catholic: 
write imaginative and skillful visions 
of the possibilities and paradoxes of 
his theology--as opposed to local 
color, the problems and tensions of 
Mormon history and culture. He 
shows us what Mormons can feel and 
think in the extremities of their 
fundamental Mormon beliefs--especi- 
ally about the central values of 
wilderness and freedom as opposed to 
God’s control and grace in the matter 
of salvation. 

Peterson’s first collection of 
short stories, The Canyons of Grace 
has now been followed up by his first 
novel, The Backslider, which reveals 
an increased maturity that makes it 
much better in both its literary and 
religious power (and more Mormon) 
than the earlier work. It is both 
uproariously funny and _ deeply 
challenging in its view of how God 
accepts us in our mortal mess and 
works to save us. 

Just in the past month Signature 
Books has come out with Mary 
Bradford’s own personal _ essays, 
Leaving Home, and a collection edited 
by her, Personal Voices: A Celebra- 
tion of Dialogue, which contains the 
best personal essays that journal has 
published in its twenty-year history. 

Bradford exemplifies the singular 
values of the essay form: its revela- 
tion of life as an individual pilgrim- 
age, expressed by a unique voice (this 
one tender, liberal, orthodox, 
laughing, humiliated, exulting, pledged 
to Christ) in the process of figuring 
things out and creating the self. 
And the Dialogue collection provides 
a history of the Mormon personal 
essay, which has been fostered by 
that independent journal from _ its 
beginning as a unique means to 
explore the related realities of faith 
and reason, of covenanted commit- 
ment and honest doubt, of super- 
natural intervention and despair at an 
unjust and unresponsive universe. 

But these are merely the latest 
blossoming. There have been many 
other collections of essays in the 
past ten years, perhaps most notably, 
Ed Geary’s Goodbye to Poplarhaven: 


Memories of a Utah Boyhood 
(University of Utah, 1984) and 
another collection by Bradford, 


Mormon Women Speak (Olympus, 
1983). And there have been even 
more fine works of fiction, such as 
Donald Marshall’s collection of stories 
Frost in the Orchard (BYU Press, 
1977) and his first novel, Zinnie 
Stokes, Zinnie Stokes (Deseret Book, 
1985); Douglas Thayer’s Mormon 
stories Under the  Cotionwoods 
(Frankson Books, 1977) and his first 


novel, Summer Fire (Signature Books, 
Kump’s 


1984); Eileen excellent 


“BOWES | 


STOREKEEPERS FOR 
GENTLEMEN & GENTLEWOMEN 


Father's Da 


One-Stop 
POP SHOP 
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collection of related Mormon stories, 
Bread and Milk (BYU Press, 1979) and 
the fine collection edited by 
Peterson, Greening Wheat (Signature 
1984), which provides a good sampling 
most of the best Mormon fiction 
writers so you can follow up with 
their other work. And two journals 
that publish Mormon science fiction 
are flourishing, LDSF, which comes 
out yearly, and The Leading Edge, 
which appears three times a year. 

We don’t have much published 
Mormon poetry or drama yet that is 
first-rate, mainly the work of Clinton 
Larson (The Lord of Experience, The 
Western World, and The Mantle oj 
the Prophet and Other Plays), Emma 
Lou Thayne (Spaces in the Sage), an3 
Tom Rogers (God’s Fools). But an 
anthology of Mormon poetry is in the 
works and BYU is currently producing 
Susan Howe’s Burdens of Earth, a 
fine first play about Joseph Smith in 
Liberty Jail that achieves that most 
difficult task, creating a prophet both 
as a lovable and fallible (and thus 
believable) human being and as a 
divinely inspired spokesman and 
leader. 

Finally, let me suggest you read 
and look forward to the further 
achievements of Orson Scott Card 
He wrote Mormon drama in the mid 
70s, turned sharply away to science 
fiction (with no apparent Mormon 
content but certainly a Mormon ethic 
and spirit) that led to his top-ranked 
Nebula Awards for the past two years 
(for Ender's Game and its sequel, 
Speaker for the Dead), and is 
including increasingly overt Mormon 
themes in his work (see "America" in 
last January’s Isaac Asimov’s Science 
Fiction Magazine and his Tales of the 
Mormon Sea, to be published by 
Phantasia in September). 

Perhaps Card and the other 
writers mentioned above will prove 
again the old adage, "Mormons don’t 
appreciate Mormon things until they 
are praised by the Gentiles." But he 
would be the last to suggest that we 
need to wait for national recognition 
of all the other good Mormon litera- 
ture at our fingertips before we read 
it. 


Eugene England is paradoxically 
glib. He is also the author of 
Dialogues with Myself: Personal 
Essays on the Mormon Experience, 
teaches Mormon literature at BYU 
(his course this fall will be open to 
both undergraduates, as English 
368, and graduate students, as 
English 500-2). Parts of this 
article were taken from his essay, 
“The Dawning of a Brighter Day’: 
Mormon Literature after 150 
Years," in BYU Studies (Spring 
1982), which includes an extensive 
bibiiography of Mormon literature. 


Student’ Review “June? 1987 ~~ page-23* 


High Cost from front page 


each year academic 
scholarship. 

Unfortunately, these scholarships 
are not quite as easy to obtain as 
the freshmen scholarships--generally 
the cutoff point for a full tuition 
award is a cumulative gradepoint 
above 3.85. BYU’s academic scholar- 
ships are in part recruitment devices, 
bringing as many bright freshmen to 
Provo as_ possible, without the 
university making a longterm 
investment. Once they get you here, 
you’re often on your own. 

Besides the BYU administered 
scholarships, many departments offer 
their own awards. For example, the 
English Department gives several 
sophomores $1000 from a fund 
honoring Orea B. Tanner, a longtime 
BYU teacher. 

There are also awards funded by 
outside sources, such as_ the 
prestigious Hinkley Scholarship-- 
awarded to outstanding upperclassmen 
in public service fields. 


to get an 


Leadership Awards 


There are only two types of 
leadership awards available. The full 
tuition awards are identical to one 
year Y academic scholarships. There 
are about one hundred full tuition 
leadership awards given to incoming 
freshmen. 

The half tuition leadership 
awards are like the academic Dean 
scholarships. About fifty are awarded 
each year. Those who earn leader- 
ship awards are encouraged to apply 
for continuing student academic 
scholarships when their leadership 
award expires. 


Athletic awards 


If you want a really sweet deal, 
you need to spend a good deal of 
time in the gym. There is only one 
type of athletic award--the full ride. 
The full ride athletic award includes 
four years full tuition, books 
(although the athletes are not allowed 
to keep them), room and board for 
four years, all uniforms and necessary 
athletic gear, all travel expenses and 
accommodations, tutors for several 
subjects, and a study hall. 

In addition, most athletic award 
winners are highly recruited. This 
means that they get up to five free 
visits to the university for forty- 
eight hours each. These recruiting 
trips include meals, lodging, and 
activities all paid. 

However, the athletic awards are 
not all roses. Athletes are required 
to devote about five hours a day to 
their sport. During the season, they 
may miss as many as three days of 
school in a week. Hence, it is not 
so easy for some to maintain the 
required 2.0 GPA. 

There are a limited number of 
athletic awards available. Twenty- 
five football scholarships are given 
each year. NCAA rules also only 
allow ninety-five players on football 
scholarships at a time. Similarly, 
there is a limit of fifteen basketball 
scholarships. 

In other sports, the scholarships 
are often "split" to distribute them 
amoung more people. This means one 
athlete may get full tuition while 
another gets room and board. All 
athletes are expected to be 
progressing steadily toward a degree. 


Type Benefits 


Academic 


Benson 
Trustees 
Presidential 


payee Full Tuition, 1 yr 
Half Tuition, 1 yr 


Dean's 
Dean's Award 


Leadership 


Varies, 1 sem. 


Full Full Tuition, 1 yr 
Half Tuition, 1 yr 


Half ~ 


Athletic 


Full Ride Tuition, Board 


4yrs 


Talent (Music) 

Full Full Tuition 

Lessons 
1 yr 


Talent Awards 


Talent awards are offered by 
various departments, such as music, 
art, and design. This article uses the 
example of the BYU Music Depart- 
ment. 

Talent awards stand in stark 
contrast to the athletic awards. 
There are four-year full tuition music 
awards available, but currently are 
only about five students have them. 
Most music awards are for one year 
of private lessons. 

Perhaps music scholarships are 
meant in part to prepare the students 
for a life bordering on the edge of 
poverty. (If this is the case, maybe 
English and Agriculture students 
should receive awards that require 
them to pay the university an annual 
stipend in addition to tuition.) 

All music awards are given on 
the basis of talent and by audition. 


Piano and composition awards are . 


only given to piano and composition 
majors respectively. All other music 
awards are open to students in any 
major. 

There are between one hundred 
forty and one hundred eighty music 
scholarships given each semester with 
a stipend of up to three hundred 
dollars. Award recipients are 
expected to perform in an ensemble 
in addition to taking private lessons. 
Not surprisingly, musicians are 
strongly encouraged to apply for 
academic scholarships in addition to 
their music awards. 
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150% Tuition, 4yrs 3.5 
Full Tuition, 4 yrs 3.5 
Full Tuition, 2 yrs ob 


Private Lessons 


Requirements 
to get award 


ACT,GPA, interview 
ACT,GPA 
ACT,GPA 
NA  ACT,GPA 
NA  ACT,GPA 
NA Performance 


NA — Leadership 
NA Experience 


2.0 Athletic ability 


Musical 
Talent 


Conclusions 


It is ironic that at an academic 
institution with 27,000 students, only 
twenty-four academicians receive 
scholarships barely comparable to 
those received by at least one 
hundred ten athletes. The fact 


When the football team 
wins a national champion- 


ship, the church seems 
somehow truer. 


remains, however, that if the debate 
team (R.I-P.) could attract twenty 
thousand screaming (and paying) fans 
they would also be able to demand 
room and _ board with their 
scholarships. 

It is also unfair that musicians 
that devote at least as much time to 
their instruments as the athletes do 
to their sports receive a mere 
pittance for their efforts. 


WHEN IT COMES TO REPAYING MY 
DEBTS, T WILL BE SEIZING THE 
HIGH GROUND! 


' Fortunately, they bring in additiona 


AND IF YOU B-B-BE- 


are not given solely on the basis 
personal merit. There are econom 
considerations. People are willing 
pay to see a heated physical batt 
athletic skill, but they are not will 
to pay or even to be paid to watc 
dedicated student struggle with 
research paper at two in the morni 
Jim O’Brien of the Baltim | 
Colts stated the problem well, "The 
thing about Americans is, we have n 
heros of substance, only athletes an 
movie stars." The athletes in th 
major sports are vicari 
incantations of the university alumni 
When the football team wins — 
tough game it somehow lends credi- 
bility to a business degree from th 
old alma mater. When a nation: 
championship is won, the Churc 
seems somehow truer. Athletic te 
are highly visible, and as such ar 
public source of pride or embarrass 
ment to the school’s alumni. Hence, 
fans are willing to empty thei 
pockets to ensure that everything — 
possible is done to produce a team of 
championship calibre. 2 led 
Part of this process is th 
recruitment and maintenance of th 
best athletes. The athletic awar 
winners do not receive better awards 
than other students because they are — 
any more deserving, but because they 
are a better immediate financi 
investment for the univers 


money that helps other cam} 
programs survive. tai, 


The Excellence in the Eighties 
program is helping a little too by 
providing more funds for scholarshi 
but there is still a long way to 
BYU has a strong attraction t pe 
Mormon student market, so many e 
qualified students are willing to 
here and accept scholarships that p: 
less than they would get elsewh 
There are simply not enough funds 
provide for all those who dese 
them. ete si 
The cost of education has bee 
rising steadily in the last few yea 
and there is a good chance that 
will continue to rise. You can alway 
work a few jobs and try to pay fo 
it yourself, but if you want someone 
else to pay for your education, you 
have three options: excel in a sport, 
excel in academics, or be nice to 


your parents. s 


ot 


The _ following people provided 
valuable information which made this 
article possible: Glenn Tuckett — 
(Athletics), Keith Rowley (Music), 
Ford Stevenson (Financial Aid), Chris 
Rasmussen, and Andy Boyce. 


: has a croquet scholarship. 


THERE! 
THERE |T 
15 AGAIN! 


